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PRELIMINARY. 



Tns mthi conviva prope dtjjentirevidentur^ 
Pojcentes vario multum diverja palato. 

HOR. 



W E, for the moft part, differ in our no- 
tions of pleafure ; one man's delight is 
another's averlion : but felicity is the aim 
of all. Where then fhall we find it? a 
celebrated poet obferves, *' 'tis no where 
to be found, or every where." I fay with 
an air of triumph, which the expeiience 
of a laqghing life has imparted, the de- 
lights of love and joys of wine, happily 
blended, will enable us to attain the fum- 
mit of human enjoyment. Woilld you 
meliorate the condition of the mind, and 
give to the body its befl energies ; fly to 
the circle of convivial gaiety for the one, 

A 
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(ii) 

and to the arms of indulgent beauty for 
the other— Life without this charming 
union, i& like tVifti Without ftrttiefatation, 
pcrfecSlly infipid^ — for the vinofity of wine, 
as well as the libidinofity of carnal nature, 
is produced (as Dodbor Johnfon, that le- 
viathan of literature would have faid) 
by the fame exquifite precefs — -fermenta- 

tion. So much in ancient as well a3 

modem times has been faid and fung of 
love and wine, that novelty on thefe to- 
pics cannot be expected. I am an enemy 
to every fpecies of innovation ; but more 
particularly to that lately broached by the 
celebrated original four-legg*d, long- 
tailM, philofopher,; Lord Monboddo, 
who is full of regret becaufe we do hot 
mix water with our wine. 

Rea^ v^ith fober attention what his 
lordfhip fays on this fubjed. 

" As^ by Ifis, ^ plant was difcovtttfd. 
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( "i ) 
whicJh furniftied bread to man; fo by 
Ofiris, her hulband and brother, an art 
was invented of making drink for man: 
this art is what is called fermentation, 
which h^ applied to the ufe of the grape; 
and fo firft made wine : which, though 
it has been very much abufed, as almoft 
every produdtion of nature and art has 
been by man, and, therefore, is very 
•properly fkyhd by Milton, The /wee/ 
poiffxn of mjfi(fed, wine. It may be ap- 
plied to the moft ufeful purposes, for it 
is the beft cordial of old age : and at all 
(times of life it enlivens the fpirits ; and, 
therefore, Bacchus is called Lcetiti(^ Da^ 
tor ; and it cheriflics the ftomach : but 
it is a great abufe of this liquor ^ in mo^ 
4ern times^ to drink it pure, without 
mixture of water, which ^ I am forry ta 
obfervefo much praBifed in Britain.^* — 
Horace fays this ironically. 

Notwithftanding this opiiiion, the gcn- 
A % 
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( iv ) 

tlemen of Britain ^ whofc fondnefs for 
pure, unadulterated, wine, canndt be 
doubted, will continue the old cuftom of 
drinking a bumper of wine with the firft 
toaft after dinner, to the firft thing that 
ever was created for the enjoyment of 
their fex. 

Solomon, who was at leaft as wife as 
the author in queftion, fays, *• Give 
flrong drink to him that is ready to perijhj 
and wine unto thofe that be of heavy 
hearts :** ** Let him drink and forget his 
poverty; and remember his mifery no 
more." 

Bums, the admirable Scots bard, agreed 
with Solomon, and agreed with himfelf 
alfo, to verfify thefe dodrines : 

** Give him ftrong drink until he wink. 
That's finking in defpair ; 

And liquor good to fire his blood, 
That's preft with grief and care : 
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There let him boufe, and deep caroufe, 

• With bumpers flowing o*cr, 
Till he forgets — ^his loves or debts. 
And minds his griefs no more." 

But what are the vital elixirs, gold 
tindtures, wonder-working effences, elec- 
tricity, and animal magnetifm, compared 
to the properties of wine? Dr. Franklin, 
a name dear to political liberty, has re- 
corded a curious facfl conceming the cf- 
fcdts of wine. When in France he re- 
ceived a quantity of Madeira, that had 
been bottled in Virginia : in fome of the 
bottles he found a few dead flies, which 
he cxpofed to the warm fun in the month 
of July, and, in lefs than three hours, 
thefe apparently dead animals recovered 
life, which had been fo long fufpended. 
The philofopher then alks whether fuch 
a procefs might not be employed with 
regard to man ? if that be the cafe, I can 
imagine, adds he, no greater pleafure, 
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th^n to caufe myfelf to be immcrfed s^long 
with a few friends in Madeira iwine, (not 
wine and wat<cr>) and to Jb? again called 
to life, at the end of fifty, ^ more years, 
by the genial folar rays of my native 
country; only th?it I nnay f§e ^what im- 
|)rovement the ftate has made, and wh»t 
charges time has broiight along with it. 

I cannot conclude thefe few obferva- 
tions on the virtues of wine, without in- 
troducing the fentiment of another philo- 
fophical gentleman. A modem pra<5li- 
tioncr of confiderable medicgl ikill, has gi- 
v?n an opinion worthy thp attention of the 
convivial world : he tells us, if our vitel 
fenfation require to be much exalted, nei- 
ther alembiqs nor crucibles areneceflary for 
that purpofe i Nature herfelf has providied 
for us that moft excellent fpirit — 'winc, 
which exceeds all thofe prepared by the 
art of man : if there be any thipg in the 
world which one can caU the prima ma-- 
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(vii) 

teria^ that contains the fpirit of the earth 
in an incorporated form, it is certainly 
this noble production : 

** With genial joy to warm the foul, 
" Bright Helen mix'd a mirth-infpiring bowl." 

Odyssey. 

To promote hilarity, to keep up the 
good humour of life, to help digeftion 
by the falutary exercife of the rifible fa- 
culty, the eompolitions that follow were 
chiefly written; — the cynic, the fand:i- 
fied hypocrite, and the mifanthrope, will 
eagerly condemn many of them, but the 
man of the world, who thinks liberally, 
and acSs up to his feelings, the bon vi- 
vant^ the friend of the fair fex, the bot- 
tle and fong, will, it is hoped ^nd pre- 
fumed, place them under their private 
care and protecStion. 
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PAT-RIOT, 

A REVOLUTIONARY SONG. 



I. 

V/CHI my name is Bat Riot, 

And Pm never eafy ; 
For when all is quiet. 

It turns my head crazy: : 

So to kick up a duft. 

By my foul is delighting ; 
Then to lay it again, 

I fall to without fighting. 
Chorus — Row, tow, row, row^ row, row. 

ii. ! 
Nought but times topfy turv? 

Suit my conftitution; 
And all that I want, is 

A fnug Revolution : 
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Then in rank and in riches 

Pll equal my betters ; 
And a long lift of creditors 
Change into debtors* 
0&or«^— Row, row, &c. 

III. 
I dare not be loyal. 

For this loyal reafon ; 
My tutor, Tom Paine, 

Tells me loyalty's treafon : 
And Prieftley n^y Faith has 

Shook to its feun^iitidn I 
So I've no profped; oiiidiith. . 

But eternal damhaticou ' ^ ^ 
Chorus — Rowv row, 3ro. : j - . 

In this plight I've a plah>^ / 

Tho' it's not. ripe f6f Btdichtng ; 
But between you and ihe, - * 

•Tis^ Uttle encroadiing'; 
By a ftroke — flight of hand — 

To furpf|ze ^ behoidcffs.: 
Why rmteaii4» take off : 

The king's head frma his:lhiwlders. 
fl&^r«j— Row;, f tfWs &c* . 
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V. 

Th^n the cfown, d'y* fee, 

I wou'd lay dri a Ihfelf/Sir j ^ 
Tho* it fits itteas if it 

Was made for myfelf, Sir: 
Och ! good luck to the found. 

How the dumb bfeUs will ringi Sir, 
When I've made all men cxjUSil, 

And made myfc;lfking^ Sir! 
Cjb(?r»i— Row, row, &c* 

VI. 

Juft td gii4rd oiFtH*dffe<a 

Of fell lightning aftd thundtf// 
That together f^ chtirfchfe*^ 

And fteeples afuhdcf, -' 

I mean to pull down 

All old drthodbx ftruiftiurfes:|; / 
*Caufc Prieftley: layls diapelr 

Are Hearen*s oondmflor^; 
C&(?r»j— jHjdWy rdw, &c* - 

. -^it. ■ " ■ - 
to fee thapels, fh>iri chixiichti. 

Like Phoetti3te^ ififin^;- " 

GWt$cl<ftmk, the diflettiii^ 

Wou'd deem it firt-pfiBiig, ^ 

B 2 
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And, grateful to ^e. 

They wou*d down on their knees too^ 
Who hate both a church 
And a chapel of eafe too. 
C&or«j— Row, row, &c. 

VIII. 

Now the lands of the church. 

That feed fat and lean preachers. 
By their leaves, 1*11 beftow 

On the puritan teachers : 
Of their tithes,, and their offerings. 

And gifts,. I'll bereave 'em; 
And nought but their ftoimchs 

And confciences leave *^yn. 
Chorus'-^RoWy, rowj &c. 

: IX. . 

The law long cftablilh'd 

No longer ihall bind me ; 
With toy father i>efore. 

Or my father behind xnc,- 
I*ve nothing to d.o : 

Then yo^r bother praynceafc^ Sir ; 
I'll lay dowjfi t;hp law • j ; • 

By a breach of the pej^^ce;. Sir. 
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Since the law and the gofpel 

I've taken by ftorm, Sir, 
Phyficians fliall fwallow 

My pills of reform. Sir; 
1*11 take off their wigs, 

Canes, fees, and degrees ; 
And poifon the rogues 

With their own recipes. 
Cborus-^Row, row, &c. 

XI. 

Since the Commons are cyphers. 

The Lords but nick-names, Sir, 
I mean to prorogue *em 

All into the Thames, Sir ; 
And, left folks fhould fay 

I don't humanely treat *em, 
Dodlor Hawes and cork jackets 

At Gravefend fliall meet *em. 
C&or//^— Row, row, &c. 

XII. 

ril abolifli all titles 

Mankind may inherit ; 
From the fountain of honour. 

Worth, virtue, and merit : 
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Vm a naked reformer : 
The doArine I preach, i» 

To take coats of arms off 
Shirts^ vaiftcoatSj and bree^rhes. 
Chorus — Row, row, &c» 

XIII. 

Thus age, youth, and beauty, 
Mifs, mailer, and madam. 
All decently figg*d 

By the taylor of Adam : 
Why this is not new ; 

Becaufe high and low ftajiion, 
' Were all in confuiion 
Before the creation. 
Cborus!^Kow, row, &c. 

XIV. 

By Jafus, to think how 

*Twou*d tickle the devil. 
To fee from a mountain. 

All things on a leyel ; 
For the devil's a patriot 

Not over nice. Sir, 
And he hates all diftin(3:iom; 

*Twixt virtue and vice. Sir. 
Cborus^^ow^ roVTji S^. 
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Here's long life after death 

To all hot-headed feIlows> 
Who night and day w6rk at 

The devil*s big bellows : 
What charming confufion. 

What fine botheration. 
To blow up the coals. 

And extinguifli the nation! 
Chorus — Row, row, &c. 



14* 
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THE 

MARRIAGE MORN. 

Tone, The Merry Dance. 

J HE marriage morn I can't forget. 
My fenfes teem*d with new deligbt j 
Time, cry'd I, hafte the coming night, 
And Hymen, give me fwect Lifette : 
I whifper*d foftly in her ear. 
And faid, the God of Night draws near. 
Oh, how fhe look'd ! Oh, how fhe fmil'd ! 

Oh, how Ihe figh^d ! 
She figh'd — then fpent a joyful tear. 

Now nuptial Night her curtain drew. 
And Cupid's mandate was, *' Commence 
^' With ardour, break the virgin fence;** 
Then to the bed fweet Lifette flew — 
*Twas heav'n to view her when fhe lay, • - 
And hear her cry. Come to me, pray ; 
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Oh, how I feel ! Oh, how Ipant ! Oh, I 

fliall die!— 
Shall die before th6 break of day ! 

Soon Manhood rofc with furious guft ; 
And Mars, when he lewd Venus viewed, 
Ne*cr felt his pow*r fo clofely fcrew'd 
Up to the (landing poft of Luft : 
But when the ftranger to her fight 
Sweet Lifette faw in rampant plight. 
Oh, how Ihe fcream'd ! Oh, how ftic 

fcream'd ! Oh, how fhe fcream'd ! 
She fcream'd — then grafp'd tlie dear de- 
light. 

Now luftful Nature eager grew. 

And longer could hot wanton toy ; 

So rufhing up the path of joy. 

Quick from the fount Love's liquor fiew: 

At morn, fhe cry'd, full three times three 

The vivid ftream I've felt from thee ; 

Oh, how I'm eas'd ! Oh, how I'm pleas'd 1 

Oh, how I'm charm'd ! 
I'm charm'd with rapt'rous three times 

three! 
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CONVIVIAL. 

Tune, Mn. Cafey. 

VV HEN round reflcdlion foggy Care 

His dreary damp difperfci. 
And Prudence, with didaSic ai^. 

Her cautious code rehearfcs j 
Then grant us, gods, fome glowing wine. 

Such foes of glee to banifli ; 
*Twill make our heart's horizon ihine. 

And ev'ry vapour vanilh. 

CHORUS. 

Then laugh and drink. 

And never think ; 

Each frifky feftive fellow 

Will feize the time. 

The feafon's prime, 

T' enjoy the fruit while mellow. 

The heights of love we can't attain. 

Till wine's eledlric potion 
Reach the fummit of the brain. 

To quicken Fancy's motion : 
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Then Nature's////, with njpid flow. 

In c^nii'rmi ferment atio%y 
Filb tbro' THB WORM the vtU below 

With lufcious diftillation. 

When fafe arrived bur latter end. 

And time to duft ihall grind us. 
Our atoms can't the eyes offend 

Of neighbours left behind us 2 
If with fhe heart-expanding bowl, 

Infpiring love and laughter. 
We foak the body and the foul, 

'Twill /^j; the duft hereafter. 

The hardy tars more valiant fight. 

The foldiers fally quicker. 
The poets with mortfpirit write. 

When charg'd with conquering liquor^ 
And to forrow-finking hearts 

Wine's the true falvation ; 
For, take enough, and foon departs 

Sufpended animation. 

His journey foon muft end, they fay. 
Who drives thro' life fo quickly ; 

And, ere in years his hair turn gray. 
His body will be fickly : 
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If Felnos* Syrup he purfue, 

'Twill ftrengthen trunk and twig. Sir; 
And if his hair fhould change its hue^ 

He can but mount a wig. Sir. 

Kind Fortune, fix the jolly foul 

On Plenty's full-plum'd pinion^ 
To foar beyond the fad control 

Of Poverty's dominion ; 
And when, with eager fatal claw. 

You take him hy the throttle. 
His precious cork of life to draw, 

O Death ! don't J&ake the iottle. 
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TH£ 



HIGH-METTLED P O. 

Tune, The Race Horfe. 

V lEW the lafs lewd and lovely, of high 

fporting race. 
Prepared to encounter the luftful embrace; 
Her t — s wide extended, her tempting 

breads bare. 
The luftful receiver concealed by black 

hair : 
White ruddy and rampant, ereding his 

creft. 
With ardour rebounding from knee to the 

breaft. 
The fignal obferv'd, firmly fix*d on his 

feat, 
The high-mettled P— o firft ftarts for 

the heat. 
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Full ftretch^d, croffing, juftling, fee on- 
ward they rufli, 
And o'er the fame ground three times fpee- 

dily pulh ; 
Till weary'd, worn out, we behold P o 

tame, 
As he crawh off the couffe lifeleft, j»d^» 

and lame. 
A Ihort time elaps*d> when examined his 

cafe, 
He*s found forely injur 'd by running tljc 

race; 
A^kJ the high mettl'd P— -o^ erft proud 

and elate. 
Is pronounced by the knowing ones in for 

the plate. 

Confin'd to the ftable, fliul out ftbih the 

ftud, 
Reftrain'd in his diet, anfd oft Idling bloddi 
He's plaifter'dandpoultic'd, in linen rags 

rob'd, 
Fir'd, purg'd, and bolus*d, cut, lyriftg'd, 

and probed ; 



/ 
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Till burning like ftones that are turn'd in- 
to lime, 

Alas ! lucklefs P o's cut off in hit 
prime. 

Lament the hard fate this fad (lory in- 
forms, 

the high-mettlrd^P—pwo's made food for 
the worms. 
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BOTANY BAY. 

Tune, Liberty Halh 

Britannia, fair guardian of this fa- 
vour'd land. 

Lately fanftion*d a fchemc, in full Cabi- 
net planned. 

For tranfporting her fons who from honour 
dare ftray. 

To that fweet fpot terreftrial, termed Bo- 
tany. Bay. 

Toll de roll, &c. 

Now this Bay, by fome blockheads we're 

fagely been told. 
Was unknown to the fam'd navigators >f 

old; 
But this I deny^ in terms homely and blunt;^ 
For Botany Bay is the fpot we call — . 

Toll dc roll, &c. 
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Our anccftor Adam, 'tis paft any doubt. 
Was the famous Columbus that found the 

fpot out ; 
He brav'd ev'ry billow, rock, quickfand, 

and Ihore, 
To ftecr thro' the passage none ere fteer'd 

before. 

Toll de roll, &c. 

Kind Nature, ere Adam had pulh'd off to 

fea. 
Bid him be of good cheer, for his pilot 

Ihe'd be : 
Then his cables he flipped, and stood 

STRAIGHT for thc BaY, 

But was (lopp'd in his paflage about ths 

MIDWAY. 

Toll de roll, &c. 

Avaft! Adam cry*d, Ptn difmafted, I 

doubt. 
If I don't tack the head of my vessex, 

about ; 
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Take c6uiage, cfyM N«ttW| »«d l«vt it 

to me. 
For 'tis only the lIne that ditiAa the 

REt> sIa. 

Toll * fdll> fltc. 

Tho* fhook by the stroke, Ad^m^i Mast 

l!ood upright. 
His BALLAST was ileady, his tackling 

quite fight ; 
Then a breeze fpringing up, down dlfe red 

straits he t$LA^ 
And, overjoy 'd with his voyage, he fit'dofF 

a grea* Gt*. 

l^dll de wH, &c. 

High from the mast head, by the help of 

ONE EYE, 

The HE-ART of the Bay did old Adam 

cfpy; 
And, alarm'd at a noife— <*to him l^ature 

did fay. 
That it was the trade wind, 'which blows 

always one way. 

Toll de roll, &c. 
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So tnnCpoi;te^ was Adam in 9otany Bav^ 
He dame Nature implored to spbnd there 

night and day. 
And curious he try'd the Bay's bottom to 

found. 

But his LINE was too fhort by a yard from 

the ground. 

toll de roll, &c. 

The time being out. Nature's fentence had 

pafs'd, 
Adam humbly a favour of her bounty 

alk'd. 
That when ftock'd with provifions, and 

ev'ry thing found. 
To Botany Bay he again might be boimd. 

Toll de roll, &c. 

Nature granted the boon both to him and 

his race. 
And faid, oft I'll tranfport you to that 
charming place; 
^ But never, cry'd Ihe, as you honour my 

word, 
: Set fail with a Clap, Pox, or Famine on 

board. 

Toll de roll, &c» 
ca 
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Then this Botany Bay, or whatever, be 

the name, 
I have prov'd is the fpot from whence all 

of us came ; 
May we there be tranfported, like Adam 

our fire, 
And never return ^fore the timejhall expire. 

Toll de roll, &c. 
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THE 

NEWLY-DUBB'D JEW. 

Tunc, Derry Down. 

JML Y Mufe^ t'other day, having laughter 
in view, ^ 

Seledied George Gordon^ the now no more 
Jew, 

Refolving to ftate, with Mofaic precilion. 

What befel poor Crop's P-— on the late 
circuiticilion. 

The Rabbi appeared, and the Chriftian's 

foreCkin 
Was about to be banifh*d, to cleanfe Crop 

of fin; 
But Gentiles and Jews, mark the cream of 

the joke. 
By Prometheus infpir'd, his P— - fud- 

denly fpoke* 

^3 
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The* with fear firfl: poor P o had pru- 
dently fhrunk. 

And, like fnail in its flicU, fnugly hid lay 
his trunk ; 

To the Prieft ^hen he crjF*-d, p^t ywr knife 
in its fcafe. 

Or, you terrible Cut P k, PU pifs in 

your face. 

Uy Lotd ft0o<J awia^'4, vid th^ Hi^^ 

was mum. 
To heajr a tJding talk that had. *v*r l|«fl 

dumb ; 
Tho^ Crop aid hi$ ?.r-^ m'ei obeyed Wl 

command. 
But always /ay down whca ^0 wi&'4 him ^ 

tojand. 

This damnable riot in Crop's pri^iata part, 

Saffl'd Ike Pideft and refifted hts art. 

So he fwore, if P did not ccafc 

making a route^ 
He*d pull out his c— d— «, m^ muffle 

fatsfnout. 
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Not a (Ci:^-Ionfc car'd P « t . » for tha Piwf |l 

and his laws ; 
Jip ftopd vyp for fcis prepuot^ »nd fpoHs » 

the caufe ; 

clear, 
And he fpoke full ?i$ ij^l as the Mmhr^ 
clfewhere. 

Your life, cry*d he. Crop's a mere mock 

of devotion ; 
Well fpoken, faid Cods, who was backing 

each motion ; 
Such conduct, he faid, combined madnefs 

and lin ; 
And Cods fwore his friend P— - fhould 

fleep in a whole Ikin. 

Now in Akerman's fynagogue Crop's got 

a place, 
A beard like a Jew doth his pious front 

grace ; 
In time *tis to grow fo enormoufly big. 
As to make Tommy Erskine a full-bot- 

tom'd wig. 

C4 
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Mr. P— — J faid Crop, to turn Turk I in- 
tend. 

And 'mongft fmack and fmooth cuntrchs 
my days will I end ; 

Poor P— took the hint, and did woe-- 
fully weep. 

Till hi^flejh cap flipped o'er him, then he 
fell afleep. 
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The Flats and the Sharps of tbe^ATiov. 

v-If Handel's fam*d Commelnorationj 

And what was let loofc there, I fing. 
When the Flats and the Sharps of our nation 

Aflcmbled along with their King. 
Madam Mara (now mark what will follow} 

Her raviftiing founds was imparting; 
Momus play'd off a trick on Apollo, 

And fet the fweet lady a f— t— g. 

At Sowgelders* Hall, rural fcene, 

The feat of a Knight and his fwine. 
The muficai Madam had been 

Invited by Mawbey to dine: 
So the caufe of this windy commotion 

Was owing, if we're not miftaken. 
To her bolting too great a proportion 

Of peafe-puddingand gammon of bacon. 

Sir John Hawky, the muiical Knight, 
Who in wit all the Quorum furpafles, 

And to whom, if we judge of him right. 
The wife men of Greece were mere afles. 
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ilas defined Anticnt Mufic to be 
What fprung from the bottom of Ma* 
dam, 

And that under the wifdom-fraught tree 
Ev0 f-"t-^d in f oftcert wish Adam. 

^QW thoft ftgcs renown'd ii> owr x^tion^ 

Thefam*d F.R.S.es^ do telU us, 
.That to blpw up tb? coals pf creatioQ. 

The bum is a fp^cies pf bellows. 
But Pricftlf y^ who loves to oppofe, 

Doth a different fyftem infift on. 
And fwears that hc*s led by the nofe 

To pronounce it a Calk of Phlp^iftoju 

The moment the Lady let fly, 

Billington^ Storacci, and Kelly, 
With laughter were ready to die 

At the pickle of poor Rubinelli ; 
For Rubi, the father of fcreeches. 

In laughing at Mara, fo drained it, 
That hisPiPE let the pifs in his breeches. 

For no cis^TBRW ha$ he to retain it. 
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Hirrlowe Thremi>o, your wonder -^twlU 
> raifc, 
Is of catgut fo charming a feraper^ 
That, old Orpheus-Ilfce, when he plajs^ " 
The trees and the brutes round him 
caper. 
He blafted the Thing I won't name, 
Hop'd fhe*d burft on the rocfc of dam- 
nation ; 
But he ftopp'd when the Bifliop cry'd 
*^ Shame, 
•* Brother, think of the late proclama- 
tion/* 

That famous reformift, Jack Wilkes, 

Martin Luther the Second now deem*d. 
Sat in converfe with Lawn Sleeves and 
Silks, 

And declared Sacred Mufic blafphem'd; 
But Jack turning round to Jem Twitch, 

Swore *twas like the affair on the Terrace, 
When Bethflieba, impudent bitch, 

Shew'd boUocking David her bare arfe. 
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Now Sir Watkin ap Williams ap Wynne, 
Who came from whence came John ap 
Morgan^ 
Roar'd out to the band*leading Bates^ 
To drown the foul noisi with £wr 
organ : 
So Bat^&j by a blaft of the bellows. 
Made peace and fwect founds rule the 
roaft ; 
Then drink about^ laughing fellows-^ 
JFor f ■ ' g and fiddling'i my toaft. 
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RUNNYMEDE PILLAR. 

Air, i can't for my Life gutjs the Caufe of this Fufs. 

A O celebrate deeds of renown, 'tis 
agreed 
That a pillar on fam'd Runneymede be 
eredlcd : 
Men of Parts of all parties then here may- 
proceed. 
To relate how this wonderful work is 
effedted. 
The pilljir's to (land in Middlefex land, 
3usMY Park's centre's the fweet plea* 
fure ground ; 
A ftrong-fenc'd retreat, well watered and 
fweet. 
Where Adam firft fell, Runny mcdc's 
to be found 

CHORUS. 

Rare Runnymede fuch pleafures produ- 
cing. 
No language of mortals is equal to tell ; 
Tho* Mofes declines it, my Mufe thus de- 
fines it : 
The paradife where our progenitors fell* 
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Whan the midwife^ our vdcorac deliv€rer« 
came^ 
K^nnymede witnefs^d a great revolti- 
tion ; 
From bondage (he brought us, and Na* 
tare, dear dame> 
To Britain's brave fons gave their good 
. , : CenftitutioH : 
For blcffings like thefe, let gratitude feize 
The CRITICAL MINUTE its ardour to 
fliew; 
The STONES firft prepare the pillar to 
rear. 
Then DISCHARGE in this mede the juft 
debt that we owe. 

ftare Runnymede, &c. 

When Eve, with a mixture of fear and 
furprife. 
Beheld the huge pillar of Adam erec- 
ted. 
Her bare bofom heav'd, and gave vent to 
fbft fighs. 
While with turious eye fhe the ftrudture 
infpcdled. 
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O^oijoy'd did fiit trace the Mods roiiiK) ia 
bafe, 
Btti its altitude did her challe fehies ap^ 
pal ; 
£\e fainted aWay» and Moles doth fajr^ 
That her apron of fig-leayes flew up in 
. thb falL 

Rare Runnyitiede, &c« 

Adam's inflindl divine difplay'd powers 
that prove. 
Mighty man moll fagacious of Kature't 
creation i 
Eve's diftrefs he beheld, and, in pity. 
Love 
His COLUMN conveyed to its dear defti«» 
nation. 
What followed, you'll find, is wifely de- 
fignM, 
And the Hercules' Pillar of Pagan re- 

JMWII 

Ne'er long could Hand in Middlefex land, 
A'dkm^s BASIS gave way, fo the Pillir 
fell down. 

Rar« Rtiimymedej &t. 
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By the magical touch of his heaven-tun'd 
lyre, 
Amphion, the Theban King^ wonders 
effcfted ; 
Stones erft In confufion his founds did in- 
fpire. 
They danced, and we're told tow'ring 
walls were eredled. 
Such harmonic fway this Mede doth dif- 
play. 
And from chaos^ thus tranfient^ can 
order reftore ; . 
A quick refurredion fucceeds tlie defec- 
tion. 
To meet the fame fate that befel it be- 
fore. 

Rare Runneymede, &c« 

That architect, old Mother Phillips I 
mean> 
Doth cafes prepare of a curious con- 
ftrudure, 
From the fury of fire fianding Pillars, to 
fcreen. 
As light*ning's difarm'd by th* attraQive 
Conduffor : 



t 
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But curd be her traffic for things poly- 
graphic ; 
To vend for original^ Pillars flie plann'd ; 
Monuments bafe ufurping the place^ 
Wher^ alone the provd pillar of Na- 
ture fhould Hand, 

Rare Runnymede, &c. 

Tho* partifans differ, in this all agree. 
From Reafon*s clear light, and from 
Nature's didation. 
That TH^ Medjb, at this moment, my 
lAind's eye doth fee. 
Is alone the fweet fpot for the proud 
pillar's ftation. 
There ftout may it ftand, refifting Time's 
hand : * 
And, Nature, great architeA, as thee 
we prize ! 
From fire proteft it, when down don't 
neglect: it. 
Let it RisB but to fall, let it fall but 

to RUSE. 

R?re Runiiymede, &c* 
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THE 



BANKRUPT BAWD, 

. Tunc, Vicar of Bray* 

JN EAR Jcrmyn-ftrj5Ct a Baivt> did ti:adej 

In credit, ftylc, and fplendor, 
Well known to ev'ry high^hred blade. 

And thofe of d$uhtful gender : 
How Nature once, in fnarrit^ paood, 

Her body form'd, I'll tell ye. 
Upon het* back ^/zvellingJ<;od^ 

To mock her barren belly. 

CHORUS.^ . 

For fome fucceed, and others fail. 
That into cpmmerce enter, 

So few are chafte, and many frail, . 
In this great trading Center. 

In coney Jkins her commerce lay, x 
A charming ftock fhe'd laid ill ; 

She ne*er lo /muggier s fell a prey. 
Her pradice "w^sfair trading : 
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Thefe (kins i*hen dre/s'd were red znd wblti. 

The J^r of c^ch fair cfeaturet 
Of different hues^ hath dzy and night 

Kept warm man's naked nature. 

For {0tne fucceed, &c. 

*the trkding ftbck oJT this old Bawd 

A vital Jiai fn^siin'dt fir; 
^hc news like wild^fire flew abroad^ 

Each tuftomei: complain* dy fir ; 
Some coney-Jkins lay with a lot^ 

By caution uninfpedled i 
So quarantine y alaS ! forgot. 

Foul plague th^ whole infefted. 

For feme fucceed, &c. . 

Now OLD and young h€r (hop forfook^ 

Infolvfent was her plight, fir. 
When Habeas Corpus Catchpole took 

Her body off by night, fir ; 
From Banco Regis civil law. 

To liquidate her debt, fir,* 
Between the Jheets this old Bawd faw 

O/". London* sf am* d Gazette, fir. 

For fome fuccecd, &c. 
i> 2 
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M4> Qi, : • ' .. ^/r- '' ;^'- 

Were AffigSe^ fkfttH^atcd : 
But, lucklefs Bawd! the after day 

He;* ^ockjn fire ^thgy fou^d^ ^S}t ;^ . ;. 
So 'twas, agreed ^c could ^ ^ay 

■ . For fome fugg^.e^^^ 

The (kin fi&^r o-k^s^; tfeis BftWd hftd teftr 

Each Affignft^^i. h^adk ? 
'Twas fouflidiof ?kHiJ:«/^r^^/, 

By fi;»ging flaijfte flf i:^dle : 
Some buttered bunns concealed within. 

Old Cj^^s Jceep eyie befefi. fir i 
So Wilkes defin'4 this Cjpi^cy l^ip 

^fHtiiforfiofi^tk^deht^ fin _ 

For fpm? fwf o?e$Jj i?pc- 

By headlong /ig^rh^ claimants kd, i 
They fei^*d bw )W#rto/ trea/^te t 

"Dxtfurlefsfiot^Y ft in ww fpr(^> 
A dUvidend pfift mcafyrie. 
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Now all came /», not ontjiood out / 
The Bawd was fet at large, fir ; 

Her coney (kin (of worthy no doubt) 
Did ev'ry Ni*AK diftbargi^ fir. 

For fome fucceed, &c. 



i>3 
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MEDLEY. 

Air, Bow Wow. 

Silence, humbugs all, and ril fing 

you a merry fong ; 
Like our lives, 'tis a medley, neither fliort 

nor very long ; 
I mean plainly to prove, that in high and 

low ftation. 
Hub, bub, bub, bub, boo, is the bufinefs 

of the nation. 

Hub, bub, boo, fal, lal, &c. 

As late from the hall Hurlow Thrumbo 

came growling, 
A carman's great dog at his coach fet up 

howling; 
Enrag'd with the brute, Hurlow let down 

theglafs, fir, 
Cry'd, *' whofe dog is that ?" quoth the 

carman, ** alk his a—, fir." 
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The coachman drove on; but ere he'd 

driven very far. 
Two whcck were left behind^ and fnap 

went the fplititcr bar ; 
Hurlow roar'd out aloud ( tho' no doubt he 

did wrong to't). 
For he blaftcd the bar, and all that belonged 

'Tis not long ago, fince poor Jack, the 

Brighton taylor. 
For ftitching well a buttm^hole^ was pinn*d 

up by the jailor : 
The trial tells us, by furprife, fnip feiz'd 

an artlefs lafs, fir. 
And cabbag'd her virginity, the bell piece 

of her a — , fir. 

The maiden fcream'd, and fnip teem*d 

with love's delicious liquor; 
O there never was a taylor that could flitch 

it nine times quicker ; 
Twas ditto, ditto, ditto, ditto, ditto, 

ditto, ditto, 
Till he work'd up all the thread, then he 

ripped up the flit O. 

D4 
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H K n I g T /» dames^cry, '* whiSt ft rtvifli^ 

ing creature ! 
^ His ptpel and Tiui fhake 1^ a^ eaeh de^ 

licate featirc !" 
Bat la ! what a pdty, divine R ! 

Your pipe can but carry the p-^ from your 

belly I 

Bow, wow, wdw, &c. 

If wedlock's your plan, . ere yoti f(ghdin6 to 

open trenches. 
Humbugs pray take heeid of oui^ ihckfern 

made-up wenches : 
Fcwt and iif| they are^ plump to view^ but 

feel, and you will find, 'fir. 
They've bubbie& like bldwft bkdde/s^ niA 

all is hum behind, fir. 

Wi. poverty J bur purfcs fpare, ind |)ains^ 

do not perplex us, 
8till thi cheerful fong we'll chauAti lior 

Ihall trifles ever vex ufl ; 
But leave to dr^a*y dull dogs their cheer* 

Icfs hours to fpend^ fir, 
WWlfl: we, in mirthful mood^ meet out 

bottles, 4i-*-i-^s, ind friindai, fir. 
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Now the fcquel of my fong mark well each 

hmntmg brother, 
Tho* here Wfe Itfirgh, driak ani} j(9j¥, md 

humbug one another ; 
When out of Mtirtd, Death hums us, and, 

we're fent the Lord kriows where, fir, 
I^ we've humbifgg'd the Devil, TU be 

d d if we need fear^ fir* 
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HUBIBUG CLUB CONSTITUTIONil^L SONG. 
Air, The R9mft Beef rf Old En^ani. 

X HIS taftcy gay town's grown of hum- 

bug fo full. 
That cv'ry new day ftarts new matter to 

gull. 
Credulity's known by the name of John 
Bull. 
O the humbugs of Old EngRlnd ; 
How finely Old England's humbugg'd ! 

Sham patriots profefsf, with a plaufible 

grace. 
The nerves of the nation they Ihortly could 

brace. 
But pro bono publico means a good place. 
O the humbugs, &c. 

Here clergy the minifter flatter and fawn. 
Stick clofe to his fkirts to fecure fleeves of 

lawn. 
And the curate's old cafTock goes weekly 

to pawn. 

O the humbugs, &c* 
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The duhcc i« clubbed dcKftbr, fans fenlc in 

his head. 
And fame unacquir-d is thro' quackery 

fpread. 
With ciircs that are curelefs credulity's 

fed. 

O the humbugs, &c. 

The captain^ s a compound of flafli and 

cockj^de, , . * 
Cofmetici/'pink powder^ with curl carro- 

nade. 
And his feats are confined to box-lobby 

parade. 

O the humbugs, &c. 

Now lawyers are licensed their clients to 

cheat. 
Trading juftices equity tread under feet. 
And rafcally runners all rogu'ry greet. 
O the humbugs, &c. 

The ftage, to amufc us, fings •* Fal de 

Ral Tit,- 
With *' Che chow cherry chow, and cherry 

chow chit ;•• 
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And tteiii to huml*gf ¥*, th»Jr fw^^ it W 
wit. .' • 

.Q,thi5 humbuga^ &e^ '. 

So now, brother humbugs^ y^ou all plainly 

fee. 
That few moderamodes from humbugging 

ire free ; 
Let's diftinguifh our bumhug with wine^ 

wit, and glee. 

O the humbugSj &c. 
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TUE crfcbratod p^trpp^fe^f *e young GJuoww 
Sweepers, whofe hard fate was fo often deplored 
by the late Jonas Hanway, has had fitted up an 
elegant apartment in her town refidencc, decora- 
ted with Feathers ; \tpr^ follows a defcription of 
what is termed « The FEATHERED ROOM." 

I. 

The blue-ftocking chib, when aban- 
dcm'd by famcy 

On a projc6t refolv*d to rcvivpa Ipft name^ 

Solbr each inc«iiber*s comfort in li&^s chil- 
ling gloom^ 

Old mother M— tague feathered her 
room. 

CHORUS. 

Sing a Ballynamona tun^ 

A fine feathered chamber for me. 

Like old mother Philips, tho* doubtlefs 

her betters, 
Thefe bluc-ftocking ladies are ladies of 

letters,' 
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Not in Iove> but in learning, their paflions 
prevail, 

An^ they feat bet" the hedd >VhiIft they moutt 
at the. taiL 



tit* 



An Irilh upholfterer Murphy*s the liiart. 
Who furnifhed my mufe with a Iketch of 

this plan ; 
To guard off the wind that hard by the 

fpot gathers, / 
He told tne {he- d />j^/r*i licr front room 

Vilthfeathers*. / ! 



IV. 

• ) 

By the hair^broom of Nature this rdom 
was negleded. 

Here lay dull undifturbcd, and there cob- 
web colleded ; 

Till a lewd fon of Adam, a fon of a whore. 

To get into the room had burft open the 
door. 
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•••■''■''■ V. -. ;' 

Then wicked wit W— and old Iplly-wpop 

Or—*" ... ■ . . 

This fine feathered drawing-room haftcn*d 

to view ; 
Old Q; firft got in, but he foon turned 

about. 
For the feathers flew round him and tickled 

hisjnout. 

Ml. 

W— - flood undifmay'd at old Q— — 's 

qyeer mifhap. 
And fwore, tho* the devil (hould (land in 

the gap. 
Into it he'd wwggle ; when in it he got. 
He turn'd pale and fell fick, and dropt 

dead on the fpot. 

vir. 

Birds of pafTage, alas ! all us mortals arc 

here, 
'Exclaimed Johnny W— \*'hen he (pent 

his laft tear; 
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In his lafl dying fpee9h he declared with 

dejedipn. 
He'd not the leaflTiope 6f a flefli rtfor- 

redion. ^ 

'•■'., • ■ ' ' ' . ' .' ■ 

VIII. 

Now ere like Johnny W— — — my mufe 
. . gives up the ghoftj ' 
She leaves, is a l^acy. Nature*^ iirft toaft ; 
The front room of Eve Adam fill'd full of 

fin, 
JVell feathered without, and %vellfumi/b*4 

within^ 
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LITTLE PERU, 

OR THB 

WICKLOW GOLDMINE. 

I. 

iVX Y fwect native land, the firft place of 
my birth there, 

<jOod luck to you dear if the ftory be true. 

In your bowels Pm told on the face of the 
earth there. 

Lies Mexico's wealth, a fnug little Peru ; 

Back to Ireland PU trot and fall digging 
for riches, 

Thefe two eyes no longer (hall pewter be- 
hold. 

For a pair Til get meafur'd of ready-made 
breeches. 

And copper both pockets with pure virgin 
gold. 
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II. 
Come then brother Pats and pack up your 

odd matters. 
Leave nothing behind yon but what you 

can take^ 
•Tis your turn to laugh at John Bull's rags 

and tatters. 
No longer at Pat. can be fun and game 

make. 
No more with fweet butter-milk white- 

wafh your bodies. 
No more with- potatoes your full ilomachs 

cram. 
As Plutus, not Patrick, old Ireland's rich 

God is, ^ 

Drink champaign and vcnffon, with raf- 

berry jam* 

HI. 

You chairmen from Ireland, t^ig black- 
[ guafds called ponies. 

Cafe you up and down, fan away tabbies 
in chairs. 

You'll foon be all jontlemen and macaro- 
nies. 

If your prize in Peru only comes up in 
ihares. 
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1 think I now fee you all fwelU (farut^ and 

fwagger^ \ 
With big liimps of natuire's Coined gold ih 

your hand> 
When by whilk^ tight-Iaccd up St. Jameses 

youftaggcr, . 
^Bid tabbies go carry themfelves and be 



IV. 

i^id' you flafhy captains who oft go re- 
cruitings 
'Mongft England's briflc widows, fond 

daughters and wives. 
Leave war for a peace, and don-t be after 

(hooting 
Of Frenchmen, to frighten them out t)f 

their lives. 
What's honour and, glory to flufh ready 

rhino. 
Without which no captain can keep up 

the ball. 
Quick march to Peru, the fweet fpot you 

and I know. 
Fill your bellies with full pay and half- pay 

and all, 

t % 
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^hlycm ni)5 Bath Bobadils hunting for 

acres, 
J^nd fliaking jrour clbowsj cry feVen's the 

"main, 
. ¥0% the iodies of belle's ybu*re the live un- 

dertakcfrsj 
But you take them, it*s true, for no prof- 

ped of gain. * 
-H's liot^dr^i gbWaiKTifc'^jrbu^BbliASMls 

marry, 
^rrfs tai^ttn-- put^^Iove, TSeaOfy, 'Kifi^er, 

and grace ! 
'^Trts'if6r^kiHdiifcf^a«?d tt^cfefitifs^^ft^^^^ 

tain Larry, 
'AVho killed his laft SvJfc -by too ^ff^ht an 

embrace. 

VI. * 

Ye limbs of the law living 'on little pit- 
tances. 

Fertile in quibbles, tho' barren in fees. 

Yet p'regnant withVo'ther 'boixt Infti-te- 
mittances. 

Which you iriighty well Know rifever drdfs 
the fait feas ; 
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Leave the law's crooj^^path for the ftraight 

p^th of pkafure. 
The road to Peru is the turnpike to wealth ; 
And when you w^llf thrq,' iR^urfuing y^^jijr 

treafure. 
Bay aa you come back, when your ^urfc i^ 

in health. 

VII. 

You gentlemen all ia St. Giles's gay. quafir 

ter. 
To carry ^ hod» make your (hojul4cr an 

afs. 
My tight peep of day boy.s, leairc &mi%3 

bricks, and mortar. 
Come one aftcp ;^pther, rijfeall ia ^ »)*(s* 
Go tafte but the water of WickbSv's clear 

fountain. 
And then, in a moment, you'll miracles 

find ; 
By the ftream that runs up to the top of 

the mountain. 
Like a watch cafe of gold will your bodies 

be lin'd. 
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VIII. 

And you L M- M like penny-poft 

walking. 
All up arid down London to bother the 

ftoneSj 
In a pair of jack boots there no longer be 

(bikings 
But to Ireland convey yourfelf, body, and 

bones. 
As ^ abfentee^o and dwell on your eftate 

then, 
^^ I^ay the root to the axe** of your t^aqts 

diftrefs, 
A flice of Peru fortild Pompey the gr»t 

then. 
Will make him look bigger fure never the 

lefs. 

IX. 

And you father O'Burke, firft of Irift de- 
fenders. 

Of wgr and corruption, of tyrants ^nd 
flaves, 

Prote^or of kings, not of humbug pre«^ 
tenders. 

So you pray for their lives, and keep dig^ 
ging their grayer. 
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As their old pricft and fextqn you've got 

it fnug pcnfion. 
The gift of mar king, wealthy, worthy, 

and wife ;. . 
'Twas to make you fee clearer, ah ! lucky 

invention. 
He threw the gold dull of Peru in your 

eyes, . 



Jew Aaron of old, in the abfence of Mofe$, 
Set up a gold calf, a ftrange fancy I think; 
When Mofes came back, they pulPd each 

others nofes, 
Burnt the gold calf, and mixt it with wa*. 

ter to drink. 
To be fure for pure gold with fome filver 

alloy now, 
I fhan't be of worfliip and gratitude full; 
But I make a calf when you know my dear 

joy now. 
For half the expence I can make a nate 

bulK 
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XI. 

While planning prosperity for brother 

paddies dear, 
I took up the news^ called^ the National 

Star ; 
I read it aloud^ and was mightily vex'd tp 

hear 
Peru had been feiz'd for the king, not the 

war. 
So faid I to myfelf, talking to a bye-flan- 

der, 
I h^te all daftiii*d \i^^f sf dnd theif cortfcqueiit 

illsi 
feut i^eru for the king, fedition ind Ihil- 

der, 
*Tis to pay futiirfc rfiiriiilers* blunders aiifi 

bills. 
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THE 

BLUE VEIN, 

A TRUE WELCH STORY. 

I. 

E fun-loving fellows for comical tales^ 
Match this if you can, truly current ia 

Wales ; 
The bible fo old* wid the teftajnent new. 
Have none more authentic, more faithful, 

or true. 
Four frilky maidens, young, handfome, 

and plump. 
Who cou'd each crack a flea on their bub* 

bies or rump. 
Took it ihto thfcir hfcads, juft to bother 

the tail 
6f Ncfd Nitty^ t grdWfe, ft the/ jilap'd 

his ale. 
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II. . 

Now Ned on red herrings thatev'ning did 

fup. 
So he drank cv'ry drop of the gripe-giving 

cup. 
Soon his guts 'gan to grumble, and fhortly 

Nerf found 
His bowels give way^ and his body un- 
bound : 
The bucklkin's gay leather, by gallows 

confin'd. 
Could not be cut down 'till indecently 

. linM, 
This made Neddy's P ■ o, accuftom'd 

to fprout. 
Shrink into his belly, and turn up his 

fnout. 

III. 

The time this damn*d jalap in Ned*s:belly 

lurk'd. 
No poft-horfe like Neddy was ever fo 

work'd. 
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Three nights and three days he lay fquirt- 

ing in bed,' 
And neither could hold up his tail nor hi* 

head : 
The ftorm^ at length, ceafing, purg*d Ned 

*gan to> think 
On fomc revenge fweet for this damnable 

ftink, 
** For Pm damn'd/* exclaimed Ned, *' if 

thefe bitches (han't find 
•'That Pm cabbag'd before, tho' Fm 

loofea'd behind.** 

IV. 

•Twas early one morn, exercifing his fteed, 
Ned faw an old gipfey hag crofling tHc 

mead. 
Straight he hailM her, and faid, ** Woman, 

where do you hie?*' 
She replied, *' to tell fortunes of females 

hard by** : 
Now thefe females Ned found were his 

jalapping friends. 
So he thought it the feafon to make them 

gmends. 
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Thea he brib'd for the cant^ and the gip- 

fey *s old deaths ; 
Thus equipped, did Ned* trick for trick, 

damn me* here goes. 

V. 

Firft Molly, the cook-maid, he took by 

the hand. 
From her greafy palm, told her what for- 
tune had planned. 
She was foon to be married, each year have 

a brat, - 

*' Indeed,** cried the cooky, ** how can 

you tell that?** 
'• 1*11 tell you the number,** faid Ned, 

** let me fee 
** The blue vein that's low plac'd *twi^t 

the navel and knee,** 
When (be pull*d up her cl oaths, Ned ex- 

claim'd, *' I declare 
" Your blue vein I can*t fee, *ti& fo. cp- 

ver*d with hair.** 

VI. 

Next dairy-maid Dolly, of letchcry full. 
Swore ihe was then breeding, fox 0ie'd Juid 
the bull ; 
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•To the gipfey, feid Doll, '«^ can.yAu, oiA 

** woman, tell 
"^^AVTiethcr bull or cow calf make my telly 

^'fofwell?'* 
When he view'd her blue vein, he faid, 

** DpH, by my troth, 
*• You muft find out two fathers, for you 

'^« will have both/* 
For the fquire and the curate, when heated 

^-vrtthalc, 
Doll Dairy had milk'd in ller amorous pail. 

VII. 

How Kitty, the houfc^maid, fo frilky and 

fair. 
Who fmelt none the fwceter for carrotty 

hair, 
Prefonting her pahn to the gipf?y fo 

fhrewd, , , 
Was candidly told that her nature was 
lewd : 
* ^Wh5Id feeling ttie>t«nrftfca# her^W^girted 

nick, 
-^iW -pljiy ^ %htf dB^glpfty^ Aippeiy ttick. 
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;So Kate, thiat h«i ne'er been confider'da 

whore. 
Was told fhe'd mifcarried the morning b^ 

fore. 

VIII. 

Then came Peggy the prude^ whono baw- 
dy could bear. 

Yet wou'd tickle the lap-dogwhile comb- 
ing his hair ; 

** Is the butler, my fweetheart^** faid 
Peggy, **finccre, 

•* And fhall we be married, pray, gipfey, 
*' this year:** 

Quoth the gipfey, '^ you'll have him for 
*' better or worfe, 

*' But you'll find that his corkfkrew is not 
*' worth a curfe ; 

'* So when you are wed, 'twill be o*er th^ 
•* town talked, 

** There goes Peggy, a bottle, moft dam«* 
«' nably cork'd.*' ' 

IX. 

Now Ned, thus reveng'd, bid the maidens 

good day. 
But, curious, they aik^d him a moment ta 
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Foriaid Molljr^ thb cook^maid^ ^^ we all 

** long to fee 
^' If you We a blue .vein *twixt the navel 

and knee:**. 
Ned puU'd up his deaths. Sir, when to 

their furprifc> 
They beheld his blue vein of a wonderful 

fize. 
The light Kate the carrotty couldn't with- 

ftand. 
She grafp*d the blue vein 'till it burft in 

her hand. 

X. 

r 

Sd: alarm'd, the prude Peggy fell into 

ftrong fits. 
Frightened <Jook and Doll dairy went out 

of their wits ; 
Then carroCty Kitty to gipfey Ned fpok^, 
«« We'll each give a guinea to ftifle the 

'^joke:'' 
But Ned fwore that no money ihould ii- 

l?nce his tongue^ 
That the tale (hould be told in a mirth* 

moving fong; 
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»' A«atautien/*cry*diNQd, ^'toallAW- 

** gails frail, 
'*Tha^ there is more /fun in £-i-<»rg than 

'* jalapping ale*** 



- u 



The (lory like wildfire 6*cr Cambfia was 

,<^read. 
From the borders of Qicfter, to tkm'^d 

, .-rHp^yhead, , ^ ^',>-- 

In a vein of good liumourj, th^ veipi that is 

blue. 
Will long be remembered by me dud by 

you: 
'^hen^fxll a iri^t^fetthiper to hoaour Hias 

vein, ^ 

A' bumper df pleafuretcbadger^iilipain ; 

So hear us, celeftials,-gay movtals below ! 

jDrink c— t, the blue 'vein, wherein ^floods 

6f joy flow. ' • \ . 
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COUNTRY LIFE.* 

Written by CAPTAIN MORRIS. 

WITH ADDITIONAL STANZAS BY MR. HfiWERDINB, 
MARKID BY INVERTED COMMAS. 

AN London I never know what to be at— 
Enraptured with this, and tranfported with 

that ; 
I'm wild with th^ fweets of variety's plan — 
And life fcems a blefling too happy for 

man! 

But the Country (Lord blefs us!) fetsall 

matters right- 
So calm and compofing from morning to 

night : 
Oh, it fettles the Ilomach, when nothing 

is fcen 
But an afs on a common«--a goofe on a 

green ! 

* Ci^tain Morris's Song is here inferted, for the fake 
of the anfwer that follows. 

V 

F 
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In London how eafy we vilit and meet! — 
Gay pleafurc's the theme, and fwect fmiles 

are our treat ; 
Our mornings a round of good humour 

delight— 
And we rattle in comfort and pleafu^e all 

night! 

In the Country how pleafant our vilits to 

make. 
Thro* ten miles of mud, for formality's 

fake ; 
With the coachman in drink, and the moon 

in a fog. 
And no thought in our head — but a ditch 

or a bog ! 

In London, if folks ill together arc put, 
A bore may be roafted, a quiz may be cut, 
'* In the Country your friends would feel 

angry and fore, 
^^ Call an old maid a quiz, or a parfon a 

bore.*' 
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In the Country you're naiPd like a pale 

in your park. 
To fome ftick of a neighbour cramm*d 

into the ark ; 
Or, if you are lick, or in fits tumble down, 
Tou reach death, ere the dodor can reach 

you from town. 

I've heard that how love in a cottage is 

fweet. 
When two hearts in one link' of foft fym- 

pathy meet : — 
I know nothing of that ; for, alas, Pm a 

fwain 
Who requires (I own it) more links to 

MY chain ! 

Your jays and your magpies may chatter 
on trees. 

And whifper foft nonfenfe in groves if 
they pleafc : 

But a houfc is much more to my mind than 
a tree ; 

And, for groves— oh, a fine grove of chim- 
neys for me ! 

P 2 
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** In the ev'ning you're fcrcw'd to your 

chairs fift to fift^ 
" All ftupidly yawning at fixpcnny whift; 
** And, tho* win or lofe, 'tis as true as 

*tis ftrange, 
" You've nothing to pay — the good folks 

have no change ! 

*' But, for finging s^nd piping, your time 
to engage, 

'* You've cock and hen bullfinches coop'd 
^ in a cage ; 

'^ And what mufic in nature can make you 
fo feel, 

^* As a pig in a gate ftuck, or knife- 
grinder's wheel ! 

" I grant, if in fiftiing you take much de- 
light, 

'* In a punt you may ftiiver from morning 
to night; 

•^ And, tho' bleft with the patience that 
Job had of old, 

^\ The devil a thing do you catch— but a 
cold! 
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*' Yet 'tis charming to hear, juft from 
boarding-fchool come, 

" A Tit-up tune up an old family drum : 

*' Play God fave the King in an excel- 
lent tone, 

*' With the fwect variation of Old Bob and 
Joan ! 

*' But, what tho* your appetite's in a weak 

ftaic^ 
'' A pound at a time they will pufh on 

y our plate :-— 
" 'Tis true, as to health, you've no caufe 

to complain ; 
•* For they'll drink it, Gorr blefa 'cm, 

again and again!** 

Then in Town let me live, and in Town 

let me die ; 
For, in truth, I can't relifli the Country 

—not I. 
If I muft have a villa in London to dwell. 
Oh, give me the iTweet Ihady fide of Pall- 

mall ! 

^3 
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The answer to CAPTAIN MORRIS'S 
SONG, *' The COUNTRY LIFE:* 

I. 

J\S town-bitten bards, bred in fafhion 

and noife. 
The country decry, and its health yielding 

joys ; 

Let us fairly examine the preference due 
To the fmoak-fniother'd town, o'er the 
villa's clear View. 

II. 

At ev'ry town tavern you turn in to dine, 
Tho' your dinner's half cold, fmoaking 

hot is your wine ; 
Then how pleaf^nt and wholefomc while 

picking your bone. 
The mix'd odour of other folks food and 

your own. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



C 70 

III. 

Then noify and drunk, fcarccly feeling 
their legs, 

Bucks fup at the M— , on ha(h'd duck, 
oyftcrs, eggs. 

Eggs pr^naiiit with chick, oyfters fp — d 
up before. 

The duck dainty fed An the ftrects com- 
mon fewer. 

IV. 

Yet, how charming Vauxhall in a cold 

rainy night. 
To hear duU-hacknied ditties to mufic fo 

trite; 
Vou've a thin flice of ham, town-made 

wine thick and flat: 
View a tinman^s cafcade, and a fidler's 

cock'd hat ! 

V. 

See Ranelagh ! folly and fafhion's refort. 
And vapid mafqued balls, where Intrigue 

holds her court ; 
There girls are " loofe fifties,** pull*d up 

in their turns ; 
There wives are harpoon*d, and dull hul- 

bands get horns. 
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VI. 

The dance is hon tm^znd in hot fultrjr 
weather 

Sticks the fexes like two pats of butter to- 
gether ! 

And when you get into the heart of the hop; 

You're pinion*d like fowls in a poulterer's 
fliop. 

VII. 

But routes for fine fellows^ fine feathers 

to fee. 
Strong liqueurs for ladies, who love to make 

free; 
Old tabbies at cards, over old falhion*4 

fans. 
Peeping, cheating, and fquinting in each 

others hands. 

vrii. 

Then at dinners and concerts fee fidlcrs fo 

fine. 
Bolt hot macaroni, drink rare foreign wine; 

There muficaL dames, at each fhific and each 

fhake. 
Die away, ^^amrofo,'' for fiddle-ftick's 

fake. 
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IX. 

la a vortex of duft^ thrb' thefun*s fcorch- 

ing ray, 
A rotten-row ride on a Sunday how gay; 
Thro' a long lane of lacqueyg you meet 

your hard fate. 
Screwed in and fcrew'd out of a damn'd 

narrow gate. 

X. 

Then how curfedly civil when folks in 

town roam. 
To leave cards with their friends^ when 

they know they're /n?w home / 
In the country, glad welcome our vifits 

attends. 
We've no humbugging, card-dropping, 

fliy-fighting friends. 

XI. 

In London, while day-light, not long are 

you clean; 
At night you're bug bitten, fcarce fit to 

be feen ; 
Thus amufement and excrcifc fall in your 

way. 
For you're fcratching all night, and you're 

fcrubbing all day. 
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XII. 

In the ftreets oft you meet a queer ftick 6( 

a fellow. 
Who pokes in your eye his Iharp-pointed 

umbrella ; 
But the mcafurc of danger is fcarcely half 

full, • 

When a flow'r-pot dropt down, breaks it- 

felf and your. fcuIL 

XIII. 

If in London the dodlors Ihould ftiorten 
life's date, t 

To lie long in the grave's, not the dead bo- 
dies fate ; 

For iurgeon, clerk, fexton, and coachman 
confpire. 

To mangle the corpfe, and the bones join 
with wire. 

XIV. 

In the country we're healthy, all vigour 

and fpunk. 
No doftor we want, but to make him d^ad 

drunk ; 
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Nor yet patent-coffins; for, once in the 

ground. 
Our bodies are fnug, till the trumpet's 

lall found. 

XV. 

Now fuppofe you a flat, and addidled to 

play. 
In London a fharp will fcize on you as 

prey ; 
He'll the paffion promote, make you drink, 

though not dry. 
And filch your fair profpe<9:s by loading 

the die. 

XVI. 

Then the fports of the field,, a fine view 
of the f(^. 

Friend and bottle, girl. Cutter, and cot- 
tage give me ; 

At fmoak*d rus in urbe let other bards 
dwell. 

Keep me from Pall Malli Piccadilly, and 
Hell!'' 

♦ A famoM gandblmg-houfc fo caBoi in the vfcimty of 
Sj James's, 
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ADDITIONAL STANZAS. 

r. 

At the play among loungers and doxies 

you're cramra*d. 
To hear wretched fhifF that has juft not ' 

been damn'd ; 
Take cold with your back *gainft an open 

door box. 
Get a crick in the neck, and a c— -~ full 

of p— x! 

II. 
Sublime your fenfations^ ^nfe^ when you 

hear 
The codlefs Italian, with pipe fhrill and 

clear ; 
But we in the country, whom cocknies call 

clods. 
All glory in railing our pipes with our — 

c ds. 

III. 
At night, half feas over, returning from 

club. 
You run foul of a aightmany and bi» nofe- 

gay tub ; .:..• ^ f 
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And a Jordan perhaps^ on your noddle may 

So before you get home, you're bepifs'd 
or be-s— t ! 

IV. 

In the country to fee us would do your 

hearts good, 
Such pieces we pufh at, of pure flefli and 

blood ; 
Take a flyer in town, 'tis a hot buttered 

bun. 
And you're certain to pay thro' your nofe 

for the fun. 

V. 

At the playhoufe or opera when you ap- 
proach. 

How fweet to be (hick in a ftinking hack- 
coach ; 

And when you alight, ftili your patience 
to try, 

A ftrange hand's in your pocket, a link's 
in your eye. 
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GOODY BURTON'S ALE- 



Tune, The Dujiy Milkr. 

OoODY Burton^s ale 

Gets into my noddle, 
»Tis fo ftout and pale. 

It majces me widdle waddle ; 
When I came to alk. 

Who the brewing taught her, 
I found out each calk 

Was brew'd by — Goody'^s daughter. 

Now I long'd to fee 

Goody's buxom brewer. 
Hoping I ftiould be 

The only one to woe her j 
When I fpoke her foft, 

I meant not to fool her. 
So I went aloft, 

Anfil warm*d her in the cooler. 
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Oh ! what flefh and blood I 

Malt^ and hop> and water^ 
Are not near fo good 

As goody Burton's daughter t 
I made her heart right glad. 

For till I came acrofs it. 
She had never had 

Kfpigot in htvfau/et. 

Nightly at my door 

Comes a gentle rapping,' 
*Tis Mifs Burton fure. 

Who wants her barrel tapping; 
When her barrers tapped, , 

She with art and cunning. 
Turns the patent cock. 

And fcts the liquor running. 

Other folks I hear. 

Pant for Betfy Burton, 
But I've nought to fear. 

So I let her flirt on ; 
If her ca(k runs low. 

Slowly comes the liquor, 
Betfy tilts \tfo^ 

And makes it come the quicker. 
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Mellow up and ripe, 

I and Parfon Cottle, 
Sit behind a pipe. 

And quaff the ale in bottle ; 
Goody Burton bye. 

Sings to pleafe the parfbri. 
While Mifs B. and I 

Carry Mature* s— farce on. 

By the yeaft I fwear. 

Yielding fermentation. 
To the home-brew 'd beer. 

The neighbour's admiration. 
This the maid will tell. 

The Bard*s no bragging talker. 
Like ale, to keep her well. 

Well, by Jove,-^I cork her. 
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THE 

LADIES' WIGS. 

Tune, M9II in the fP'ad. 

JL DU'LL pardon mCj ma'am, I'm quite 

a gig, 
Is it your hair, or is it a wig ? 
Upon my life, I mean no quiz, 
But is't your own, or the barber his friz? 
Becauie if it is, *tis^ a very neat friz. 
Whether it's yours — or whether it's his ; 
But if it's a wig, it's a little too big. 
And you*ll dance it off in a reel or a jig. 

Poft-chaifes, coaches, chairs, and gigs. 
Are let as jobs like ladies' light wigs ; 
And fcandal goflips (madam) fay 
Yoiirs is a jafey hir'd by the day. 
Be that as it may, it's a very cheap way, 
Jafeys to ktt of all colours but grey; 
But^ what do I fee, that gives me fuch 

glee. 
You're cocking your cap and your caxon 

at me. 
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Now into a fcrapc, by love, Pm led. 
Your wig, dear ma'am, has twifted my 

head ; 
My heart. too, I feel, goes pitty pat, . 
But what care yoii or your }afcy for that ; 
Yet Pm no flat— I know what Pm at, 
PU foon mount a wig of my own to match 

that : 
I care not a fig — the woman T twig 
Pli marry, by jafey, in fpitc of her wig. 

The light or dark, brown, black, or flax. 
No jafey pays Pitt's hair-powder tax ; 
And when with men, maids romp and play. 
How cool to throw the wiggy away ; 
By night or by day, to friflc, romp, or play. 
On carpet, bed, fopha, green grafs, or 

new hay ; 
Whate'er it's upon, a little crim. con.. 
With a lady's rough jafey's expenfive bon 

ton. 

:Pray, ma'am, docs the colour of your 

fcratch 
With the hair of your madgery match ? 
Perhaps as it is the kick and go. 
You've mounted, ma'am, a merkia below! 
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But the mcrkin you'll find> from water 

and wind^ 
Strong torrents before, and ftifF breezes 

behind. 
Will not ftick at all ; but with glue to the 

cawl^ 
•Twill ftick like a fnug Swallow's neji to 

the wall ! 

Ah, happy, happy, happy hour, 
When I get your wig in my pow'r ; 
Then we'll count the coming joys. 
Buxom girls, and prattling boys ; 
Dolls, trinkets, and toys to fcaft their 

young eyes. 
And lullaby ditties to quiet their noife ; 
While fweet lolly-pob flops the figh and 

the fob. 
Sing higgledy, piggledy, jiggummy bob. 

CHORUS. 

So bibere bob. 

Let's all hob and nob. 

To the ladies* brown bob. 

And fing plenty of money^ in ev'ry fob. 

G 2 
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gentleman's wig. 

Tune, Derry D(mmf 

1 SING not of defpots, or flaves who fub- 

itiit. 
Not of farmer George, Jenky, Dundas, 

Fox, or Pitt ! 
My ballad's the bantling of laughter and 

*Tis of an old cock in a c — tified wig. 

*Gainft the poll-tax jof Pitt thi$ oldcodgcr 

did rave. 
Like a felon tranfportcdj it forced him to 

Ihavc; 
« Tho* tricfd for roy life,*' faid th* old 

buck, I'll rob 
The tail of fomc DohtY to build z brown 

bob. 
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Near Somerfet Houfc he fell in with a tit^ 
And he thought, for his purpd'e, the 

c*— tling \ras fit ; 
But, when he examined hct parts, d'ye 

lee. 
All the hair of her c— t would'nt make a 

toupee. 

The fame night he picked up a merry- 

* ars*d wench, ' 

With hair quantum fuff. for the wifdom- 

wig^d bench- ; 
Whilft (m her back fleeping as faft ad a 

top. 
He with kceh-^cutting fciffiirs her c — t 

made a crop. 

Away went the thief, and the barber re* 

, ceived 
The booty, for which a fine cawl he had 

I weay'd ; ^ 
But ftrange ! whilft old razor the wig had 

ill Iwid, , . 
The pole in his breeches did conftantly 
ftand. 

03 
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Well plcas'd with his plight, Raz6r laid bjr 

his work. 
And lathered the beard of his wife like a 

Turk ; 
Keep the wig, faid Ihe, Love, don't ex- 
: pofe it for falc, 

'Tis a hoh for your head, and a bob for my 

tail. 

The wig inz't'^ and curPd, clofely Ihav'd 

Codger's nob ; 
Away went the barber to try on the bob ; 
3ut the bob waxing warm. Codger's paf- 

lions did rife. 
Which brought tears in his breeches, in- 
ftcad of his eyes. 

In rampant condition he flew to a fair. 
And per chance met the Dolly he'd robb'd 

of her hair. 
She whipp'd off the wig, cloath'd his parts 

with the cawl. 
So in went his dry bob, and i;fret bob, and 

alL 
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Now we know to be true what anatomifts 

ftate. 
That the founuin of love is fupplied from 

the pate ; 
•Twas the jafey provoking,— firs, mark 

what I fay, — 
Made his fountain of love in love's bafon 

to plajr. 

Then take my advice, ye old cocks of the 

game. 
Whenever yotx find your wild pai&ons 

grown tame s 
Get a wig made of hair, from the fpot ye 

all prize^ 
And in fpite of yo\xx prudence your p— o 

Will ri/e. 



C4 
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AN . ^. . ^ 'j 



' IRISH DYING PlTXy. ' 

AM in my nature as brifk,^^ ^, 
Rcfolving to live the day after I die ; 
A»d when X a|j^ 4cad,:fhis^^Uyve bodr^ty 

fave, ^r- > 

l^la^^ a popk: of .jjQtatoc^- pliwpp- o\^. mgf 

grave; ' . ^ v ' 

•^bca l»cdgc ^.weU roij]5d^itJh.J^^ ^q 

pebble ftones, .^ , ^ ; 

l^fe fat;^ M^i* i vfUgs^ ;Wl \ fopk roof: mg^^ 

iny bones ; * . '. I ! / 

For fure foolilh I*d look at the trumpet's 

laft found. 
When my body's to rife, and no bones to 

be found. 

As Pve nothing toleavfe, fo I've made my 

laft will, 
Chalk'd up on a flate, without paper or 

quill; 
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Amf JtTDA» my. wife, the delight of my 

bed, 
Swearis^ ftie won't open k till I am <Iead; 
Wkft tear*s HI her eyes too, that did hci*^ 

face foufe, 
Sheyows Ihe^H keep- Ctn^, tho* I q»rr 

the houfe ;. 
'^hon I knowth^t tli« moment my back's^ 

to her face, 
l^e'll be flying- to Paddy O'Bfcirney^s em^ 

brace. ^ 

Good luck t'hcr, lay I, for the comfort 

Pve had. 
For when I was tnerry, Ihe always was fad; 
Dead hulbands, Ihe tells me, are not worth 

a curfe. 
And live ones are often no better than 

worfe. 
When {he fleeps all alone, (he's all night 

wide awake. 
And dreams that the devil her confcience 

will take ; 
To drive him away from her head, my fweet 

bride 
Muft have a live fpoufe to lie by her back- 

iide. 2 
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Well, let her be married again, what care 

I, 

I*m off to my grave, other fifli P ve to fry 5 
I forgive her, God knows, fure without 

any bother. 
Oh, flie^l think of Pat's thing if fhe gctar 

fuch another. 
And now, as the breath in my body^s all 

gone, 
A word or two more, and then paddy has 

done ; 
But yet, when I think on*t, I've nothing 

to fay. 
For to-morrow we're here, and are all ^one 

to-day. 
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COFFIN CLU3. 

CONSTITUTIONAL DIRGE, 

Costume. — ^Members to«q;>pear in black or fa- 
ded crape cravats, tobacco-boxes in the fhape of pa* 
tent coiEns, the end of the pipes to be put in mourn* 
ing, with black fealing wax, white pocket Imnd- 
Jccrchiefs (if convenient) to catch the tears. 

N* B. A heavy fine on perfons indulging in that 
foolifb praftice, called lau^ter. — " Albes to Aflies^ 
Duft to Duft." — Secretary. The pj-eficjent, who- 
ever he may be, for the evening, to be called-^ 
Mr. Undertaker ; and whoever takes the chair, grave 
fubje'ds will be expeded from hint. 

Ti the Solemn Tune of " Jack Rai^.** 

jL E giddy youth, in life's gay fpring. 
Who wanton joke, laugh, drinks arid fing; 
Ah, look at us, and change your ways. 
In fackcloth we fpend all our days. 

chorus-tWIth a groan. 
May fate bellow what's good for you. 
Horrors jet blacky and devils dark blue^ 
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Did you but know how fweet is grief. 
The flowing tears that yield relief; 
Sweet forrow*» figh, heart-heaving moan. 
Your life wou*d be one grunt and groan. 

For lifers like bubbles made by rain. 
No fooner come, but gone again ; 
So we muft go, as *tis our doom. 
To make for other bubbles room. 

Then ne^^er rejoice, or e'er look glad^ . 
Keep cloudy front, and vifage fad ; ; 
For life's a ffiake of fmoke at bcft. 
And not as poet's fay, *' aj^."' 

Away with idle hopes and fears. 
Cut fliort your days, and nights, and years; 
When defp'rate grown, and hating life - - 
Go oflf by "wa^ety rope^ or knife. 



CoJ^uf to' he Jbewn. 

Then come? this trght-fcrew'd patent 

cafe. 
The undertaker's taft embrace > 
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Faft lock'd in which, four feet in ground. 
We're fafe until the trumpet's found. 
. But, hark ! the fexton tolls the bell ! 
So coffin comrades fare ye wclL 
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THE 

TOY. 

xxT Hampton-court a manfion ftands^ 

A tavern, called the Toy, fir> 
A captain there and enfign came, 

A feeming beardlefs boy, fir ; 
The waiter (hew'd *em both a room. 

And as the ftory teaches. 
He fliortly faw the captain's hand 

Within the enfign's breeches ! 

The captain damn'd the waiter's foul. 

And bid him ftraight retire, fir. 
The enfign fwore, in bouncing tone, 

He*d throw him on the fire, fir ! 
** I beg your pardon. Sirs,'' faid he. 

And thus exprefsmy forrow, 
«* This is the Toy at Hampton-court, 

" Not Sodom and Gomdrrab /'* 
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Away the waiter ran down ftairs. 

No waiter e'er ran faftcr. 
Half out of breath he told the tale 

To Boniface, his mailer ; 
A council at the bar agreed. 

That chambermaid and cook, fir. 
To give proof of their dirty tricks. 

Should thro' the key-hole look, fir. 

So up went cooky firft, and fpied 

The parties billing, cooing. 
When to herfelf, ftie faid, *' God's curfc,** 

*' What nafty work's a brewing ;" 
Vll/pit 'em, iajfe 'em, roafl 'em too, 

I'll clyfter-pipe the fellows. 
Then firaight with water fcalding hot. 

She fill'd the kitchen bellows. 

Nell chambermaid next crept up flairs, 

Saw th' enfign on a table. 
The captain charging 'twixt his legs. 

With bayonet fo able ; 
" I'll tuc|| you up, I'll warm your bed, 

'* And when warm in your places," 
Said Nell, ** I'll fcorch your nafty fcuts, 

'* Throw p — s in both your faces,'* 
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The laundrefe fwore Ihe'd Baa^gle ^^m^ \ 

The dairy-mai^ would ikim 'cm^ 
The bar-maid vow'd lhe*d fqueez^e *efll too^ 

The oftler fwore hc*d trihi 'em i 
The poft-boy was for whipping them. 

The boots, for brufliing, beating. 
The fcuUion was for fcow!ring them. 

The waiter was for cheatil^* 

The landlord up flairs led thq way. 

His fervants followed after. 
They found the captain full of play. 

The enfign full of laughter ; 
The captain cry*d out, " Who's afraid ?'^ 

But th'^rifign look'd difgrftce, fir. 
And carried, as the landlord faid. 

The colours in his face, fir. 

Old Boniface faid, '' fie for (hame ! 

*' Sure, captain, you are no man, 
" You lie,'* faid he, '' and look ye here, 

** My enfign is a woman ;" 
And when he ope'd her waiftcoat widc^ 

The parties were fliruck dumb, fir. 
For a pair of bubbles bolted out, 

God Cupid's kettle drums, fir. 
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The cook faid to the cn%n gay, 

'^ Pm quite up to the rig, fir, 
*' You Sodamiters, people fay, 

*' Have breafts as dumplings big, fir; 
** And 'till I feel I'll not believe, 

" For I knows dogs from bitches,** 
And faying this, Ihe thrufl: her hand 

Into the enfign*s breeches ! 

The captain, in a paflion, flew 

To his fair friend's affiftance. 
He damn'd the cooky for a whore. 

And bid her keep her diftance ; 
She'd laid her hand upon the place. 

That fpreads the enfign's p— s, fir. 
Then looking humbly in his face. 

Said, *^ beg your pardon miss — sir.^* 



CATASTROPHE. 

The captain dr|w his fword, and flood 
To bear 'gainft all the brunt, fir. 

And faid — I mount not guard in rear. 
But always in the front, fir ; 

H 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



l9»l 

He turn'd *cm ooc by one down ftaiw. 
And fhew'd the cook hia^tarfe, fir. 

While with hi& fword, ts flie pafs'd by. 
He piJCK*D her in the a*fe, fir. 
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THE 

CROPT COMET. 

Tunc, / have a Timmint to let. 

THE Comet pafled its pertbelton on the aoth of 
June, 1797, and was fcen in the Southern Hemif- 
phere, pafling from Argo through Orion, up towards 
Auriga; near the head of which, it was feen by 
Mifs Caroline Hcrfchell, and to her wonder and 
difappointment, without a tail. 

W HAT'S all this buftle and alarm. 

This buzzing *bout the nation, 
A Comet crdp'd, now heaves in fight, 

A ftranger conftellation ; 
Tho* Newton, Tycho Brahe, Des Cartes, 

Concerning Comets vary. 
Yet Comets, call them what you will. 

Are Stars both rough and hairy. 

CHORUS. 

And fome are crop'd, 
Nick'd, hog'd, fig'd, dock'd, 
Fir'd, bearded, tailed, and whilker'd. 
Doodle, doodle, doodle doo. 
Doodle, doodle, dil do. 
H 2 
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But truce to all the learned trafh. 

All vague and loofe conjedturc. 
And take from itie, ye Comet &ill*d, 

A plain and fimple ledure ; 
If this foul fadt I fully prove. 

No odds will be between us. 
This Comet got his tail clofe crop'd. 

By ftroking planet Venus. 

Now where d'ye think when laft you peep'd, 

This Comet was a porting. 
When he had loft his fiery tail. 

Left Venus orbit roafting ; 
Why ? to the planet Mercury, 

To ftate his woeful cafe, fir^ 
And rubbing in his recipe. 

His nofe dropt off his face, fir. 

It fecms this Comet oft was feen. 

With Venus cutting capers. 
And Mars had heard his damaged tail 

Emitted noxious vapours ; 
So off he went to Jupiter, 

About his wife's cllipfis. 
For he did'nt like to fee her have 

So many ftrange eclipfcs. 
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How came, quoth Jupiter to Mars, 

Fair Venus out of order^ 
For I fufpcct *twas you old boy 

Who gave her this diforder ; 
It may be fo, faid planet Mars, 

To Jupiter, his king, fir. 
For I've been in the milky way. 

And Saturn's filthy ring, fir. 

This Comet crop'd hangs o'er our heads, 

I wilh he'd travel fafter. 
For in his courfe eccentrical, ' 

He dealeth dire difafter ; 
Pale Luna's got the clap of him. 

Bright Sol's refledling mopfey. 
With water too, he's fill'd our earth. 

And given her the dropfy. 

Pifs M k, B m, both M. D. D. 

Afcend by a balloon, fir. 
The firfl:, the Comet has call'd in. 

The laft attends the Moon, fir ; 
Humbug B, cures her clap. 

And Humbug M. gratis. 
Undertakes the Comet's cafe, 

A dreadftil Diabetes. 

H 3 
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Now if Pm wrong, firs, fct mc right. 

Banks, HcrfchcH, Loft, and Walkers, 
All you who of cropt Comets are. 

The aftronomic talkers ; 
Go tell the town Vm nebulous, 

IFord " caviare to the million,*' 
Swear radiant Phoebus Cromwell cropt. 

The Comet's perchelion. 

Enquirers into nature fay. 

That bucks, when rutting's over. 
Inter their old-rtails in the park. 

And new ones foon difcover j 
The Comet and the buck alike,, 

With new tails bound and jump, fir. 
While old Duke (!^, not I or you. 

Wags on with his old fl:ump, fir. 

This Comet, timid people talk. 

Forebodes a revolution, 
A total change and overthrow 

Of Britain's conftitution ; 
But ft ill I think we've nought to fear, 

Tho' enemies divide us. 
Our leading light of freedom is. 

The fteady GEOnGitJM SidVs. 
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THE 

ACTRESSES. 

W HEN MomuSj laughter-loving boy, 

Thalia fiU'd with plcafure. 
At one home ftroke, fpring tides of joy 

Swept off the virgin treafure : 
The ftroke gave birth to nature's child, 

A child, like fortune fickle ; 
So Momus laugh'd, Thalia fmil'd, 

And out pop'd little Pickle ! 

When Pickle came to London town> 

Plain truth confirmed this rumour, 
A naval duke, of high renown. 

Fell in with Pickle's humour ; 
For art had loft the pow'r to charm» 

Which wakes the paiHons deeping* 
So He, to quiet love's alarm, 

Took-^nature into keeping. 
H 4 
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Pickle's rife gave birth to gall. 

She fcarcely was refpeftcd. 
The green-room fecm'd a furgeon*s hall. 

Her body there differed ; 
Tho*, both were fore/lhe had two eyes. 

Said envy's bitter daughter. 
And while Ihe prais'd her legs and thighs. 

On c — t fhe threw cold water. 

Syren O h, of lufcious look. 

Envied Pickle's belly, 
Tho' fhe hugg*d a Cornish duke. 

And her bravura K — y ; 
Thus do dukes and doUys meet. 

Ye, Gods, how chafte this age is. 
When horned hufbands, in t\iz fuite^ 

Attend their wives as pages. 

Lovely, lively, young, and fair, 

M — a may-day blooming. 
Skin as fleek as racing mare, 

Juft after finilh*d grooming ; 
See her faftiion, ftyle, and grace. 

Hear Polly Peachum warble. 
And if your tears don't wafti your face. 

Your heart's a block of marble. 
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I hate the gothic ftately pile. 

The comic, tragic, ruin. 
Give rtie the new, not the old ftyle^ 

Some work of modern doing ; 
Mifs C f d and Mifs Ab n. 

Both fock and bulkin bred, fir. 
What would I give, I blufh to own. 

For both their maidenheads, fin 

Whither is S— e fled ? 

And where*s her cock af wax gone ? 
Who us'd to rear his crefted head 

Within her curly caxon 1 . ^ 
When Jew Braham's cabbage came. 

She quitted Drury's ftation. 
To enjoy (was Ihe to blame) 

The early vegetation I 

B^cky W ■ s, who went to pot. 

From burton ale and brandy. 
Fonder was of Tippy Top, 

Than children's fugar candy ; 
No more the cut of Tippy's frock. 

No more his ftrut invites her, 
*Tia now the cut of Ifrael's cock 

That comforts ^nd delights her. 
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Still Mother M— — r's virtues mark ; 

She lives in chafte condition^ 
With her hautboy puffing P— k. 

Who plays for his admifSon ; 
Mod titled things I've heard her fay. 

Are dry b — s next-door neighboursj 
Before fuch hu&y pipes can play. 

Their bums are bang'd like tabors* 

Jordan laughs at gibes ^nd jeers. 

At envy, fpite, and fplecn, fir. 
And fays, to mortify their ears, 

*' Ecod, I may be queen, fir ;•* 
Her keeper, too, keeps up the farce, 

Whofe love of Jordan fuch is. 
He bids her foes to kifs her a^— e. 

For he's made her c~t a Duchefs. 

Long in love's hammock maj&they fwing. 

Health, wealth, and peac/abounding. 
With all the blifs that life can bring. 

To fwell the fcene furrounding i 
So fill a bumper, 'tis the debt 

That's due from loyal freemen. 
Here's may the prefs between 'em get 

A crew of gallant feamen. 
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THE 

CROP. 

UEAR ladies attend to the fong. 
Of a Crop in the prime of gay life^ 

Young, healthy, and wealthy, and ftrong. 
And languifliing for a fond wife. 

CHORUS. 

Crop's determin'd to marry, 
Ht*$ tir'd of a bachelor's round. 
Crop wants a comely clean woman. 
With fome dirty acres of ground. 

A bachelor wild Crop has been. 
But variety's charms' he'll forfake. 

And conftancy, maids, will be fcen. 
To follow the reign of the rake^ 

Your fuitor for conjugal rites, 
Promifcs, maids, to his praife. 

To crown, with afFe(flion, your nighta. 
With mirth and good humour your days. 



Digitized by 



Google 



C io8 ] 

Says Lydia, with love-looking eye. 
Vow and promife you bachelors can. 

But fure, till his virtues fhe try. 
No maid fhould decide on her man. 

The language of Spintext let's cite, 
•Tis take him for better or worfe. 

His heart, girls, you'll find is as light; 
Aye ! light as a tranfparent purfe. 

But Crop*s an efiate in the fens. 

Deeply dipp'd in the wat^r we hear. 

For his fteward the reckoning fends. 
And it brings him in nothing a year. 

To a widow, fomc fay, he is fold. 
Who keeps in the Borough a (hop. 

As (he kill'd her firft deary, behold ! 
A beautiful profped for Crop. 

In an old maid's afFedion's Crop's place ; 

But he ne'er will be married, we hope. 
To one in whofc froft-bitten face 

There's ruin in razors and foap. 

Gods ! give Crop the girl kind and fair. 
Of feminine manners and grace,' 

Whofe fkin is not covcr'd with hair. 
To kifs without fcrubbing his face. 
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Crop once Iov*d a board ing-fchool gig. 
All his letters fhe ftitch'd in her ftays. 

Which made little Tittup look big 
With vows, protcftations, and praifc* 

If, prefent, there be fuch a lafs. 

And tho" but one chemife to her back, 

1*11 take her to Gretna's green grafs. 
On fwift Pegafus poet's old hack. 

The life that is merry and Ihort, 
Crop's reafon and paflions approve, 

A life of all Jives, 'tis the fort 
To give life to the woman we love. 

So Crop's determin'd to marry. 
He's tir'd of a dull fingle life. 
He'll not die an old bachelor. 
If he can get a young wife. 
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WHIRLIGIG WORLD.* 

A FIG for the <rarcs df thw Whirligig 

World, 
Shall ftill be my maxim ivherevcr Vth 

twirled ; 
From the fpring of my yonth, to the an* 

tumn of life. 
It has cheered me and whifk'd me through 

trouble and ftrifo. 

CHORUS. 

So this is my maxim wherever Prntwirl'd, 
A fig for the cares of this whirligig world. 

It has taught me to rife to the fummit of 

eafe. 
By fimply fubmitting to fortune's degrees; 

• This Song is the joint prodaftion of Col. Kirkpa- 
trick and Mr. Hcwcrdine. 
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Thuf I'm rich without pelf, for content 

is true wealth. 
And the beft vade tnecum in ficknefs and 

health. 

Juft as full of defedis a^ the reft of my 

kind, 
*' Give and take" is my mcafurej for fpecks 

in the mind ; 
For who in another lhou*d pry for a fpot. 
When he knows, in his heart, he has blot 

upon blot. 

Mankind I contemplate as Hcaven*'s great 

work. 
Whether Chriftian or Jew, Pagan, Gentoo 

or Turk ; 
In a nutlhell the creed of my confciencc 

will lie. 
To others I do, as I wou'd be done by. 

•Gainft chill poverty yet, I have ne'er fet 

my face. 
Fori hope all my heart's a benevolent 

place ; 
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A friend in diftrefs my tobacco fhall quaff^ 
And while Pve a guinea, he*s welcome to 
half. 

From the Court to the Change as I Ikim 

o*er each phiz. 
Of the fharp, flat, and blood, natty crop, 

kiddy quiz ; 
I read as I walk, without ftudy or plan. 
The cunning, the weaknefs, ^nd folly of 

man. 

Yet my fpleen never kicks at the whims 

that it meets. 
For in oddiry*s circle each gig a gig 

greets ; 
So I laugh and grow fat at the figures I 

fee. 
And they're welcome to fatten by laughing 

at me. 

Of the virtue and zeal of th^ ins and the 

outs. 
After many years mufing Pve clear'd up 

all doubts; 
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The outs wou'd get in, if the ins wou*d 

get outj 
And I think it but fair they Ihou'd take 

fpell about. 

All fanatic difpute and fophiflical rant 
I leave to the crafty profeflbrs of cant ; 
Content if my courfe from the day-break 

of youth. 
Has fteer'd by the rudder and compafs of 

truth. 

Fall wedlock I frankly confefs not my 

whim J 
Nay, the man, who bed marries, I envy 

not him ; 
I love the foft fex, and I know, to my 

coft. 
My love has not always been love's labour 

loft. 

Light, in freight, as a cutter retum'd 

from a cruize. 
Finding little to gain, having little to 

lofe ; 
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My anchor is cifl;, and iriy fxils are all 

furi'd. 
So a fig for the cates of this Whitligig 

World. 
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THE 

ZODIAC. 

X HE figns of the Zodiac, learned men 
fay. 
Are confin'd to the regions above. 
And none yet imagined they ferve to dif- 
play 
The tokens terreftial of love ; 
But my mufe, ever merry, will fing to ex- 
plain, 
Tho* learning look grave and auftere. 
We cherifli the whim of each whirligig 
brain. 
Starched gravity enters not here. 

Sign Aries, then m^ads, is your ram or 
le)r*d tup, 
A rich ponderous bag 'twixt his legs. 
With juicy rj^y pre^ant^ and clofely tied 
up. 
Is the elTence of oyfters and eggs ; 

I 2 
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In figure 'tis Cupid with arrow and bowj 
Sagittarius, that archer divine. 

Letting fly at the target of yielding Virgo, 
To prick rouge virginity's fign. 

By twin bubbies, fign Gemini's amply 
pxprefs'd. 
In a maiden juft leaning to man. 
The ripe blooming fruit of tfie firm heav- 
ing b|-eaft. 
The flame of love's paffion doth fan j 
When exhaufted in raptures, how charm- 
ing to lie 
'Twixt love's hillocks, gay mortal's de- 
light. 
Feel the heave, hear the figh, mark the 
languilhing eye. 
Which the Signum Sahtis invite. 

Sign Scorpio, nadoubt, is an evil that fled 
From Pandora's combufl:ible box;, 

A fign you may tell by the tail or the head 
Of that hell-born difeafe call'd the pox. 
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5ign Cancer's the cod-clinging crab we 
all knowj 
And wifely clings he ; for you'll find 
He's ever in danger, above or below. 
Of deltruftion by water or wind. 

Sign Capricorn goatilh old Q^ doth denote. 

Or them who of luft flrongly fmell, 
Teaze, fumble and feel, drivel, dangle, 
and doat. 

On the bawd, or the old batter'd belle ; 
Sign Pifces too plainly refers to the thing 

Sweet and clean, kept by laudable art. 
But the bidet ncgleded, we wind the old 
ling. 

And turn from the fifhified part. 

Sign Taurus alludes to Old Englifh beef- 
lleaks ; 

For this cabbaging, love-feeding food. 
Gives vigour to age, is a bracer of rakes. 

And enriches the brain and the blood ^ 
This Taurus may mean too, the lufty big 
Pat, 

Who bellows about London ftreets, 
Whofe nofc is eternally fmelling old hat. 

And who mounts ev'ry cow that he meets. 

?3 
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Sign Libra^s the balance tliat'ougfat'tX) pit- 
vailj 

In an kA we delight to enjoy. 
For a feather we're told will twcn nature*s 
near fcale. 

When we bob for a girl or a boy ;; 
-Aquarius appears as the word doth inftruA, 

An objecfl, who once was a man, \ 
An Italian caftrato's cut-down aquedud, 

A mere fpout for a watering pan. 

Brave Leo the lion's our national figh. 

Where foreigners come for good fare, . 
True freedom, true friendfhip, good Tiu- 
mour, good wine. 

We hope they will ever find here ; 
Our houfes alone are the Garter and StUr, 

Jolly Bacchus the fign of the tun. 
Where Venus receives us with frhiles at 
the bar. 

To fill up life's meafure of fun. 

Chorus. 
But the fign of all figns, ^good 

and truly divine, 
Is a bumper of heart-cheering 

generous wine. 
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mSH EXTRAVAGANCE 



AND 



SCOTCH (ECONOMY- 

-^N IriEfliman and Scottiihman^ 
fiodn full of fun and brogue ; 
Sly Sawney — for a faving plan. 
Big Pat— a fpending rogue : 

Tkigetkier, arm in arm, they hied, 
Frofifi 3P»li-:MaIl to the Cky ; 

When in a (hop by chance they fpied 
A damfei wond*rou$ pretty. 

'* By heavens J^* Pat^xclaim'^d in love, 
'* In ch^ fair form I tntce 

*' A charming pattern from' above, 
/^ Of Angel Ihape and face." 

While thro* the window-glafs he ftar'd. 
Struck dumb with admiration, 

Sawney, too, the rapture Ihar'd, 

Of love's fond inclination. 

I 4 
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Long Paddy then did feaft his eyes 
On this — the firft of belles, 

'* ru go into her (hop/* he cries, 
'* And buy whatever ihe fells. 

•' Two yards of ribbon black, PII buy, 
*' And fpeak to the dear creature, 

" Perhaps,** faid he, to Sawney, fly, 
" The maid will let me meet her. 

" Ha* d your band,** faid Sawney, *' do, 
*^ What need of fuch expence, 

•* Into the (hop we berth may go 
" With this right good pretence: 

'' Save your penny while you live, 
" The lafs looks kind and willing ; 

^' Let's a(k her, civilly, to give 
*' Twa Ti'zzys ♦ for B.JBiIling.** 

• A cant term for Sixpences. 
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AN 

EXTRAORDINARY FISR 

THIS animal (fays the learned Zoologift, Mr. 
Pennant) was eftecmed a delicacy by the antients^ 
and is eaten, at prefent, by the Italians ; Rondelius 
gives us two receipts for the drefling, which may be 
continued to this day ; Athcnaeus alfo leaves ui the 
method of making an antique cuttle-fifh faufage ; 
and we learn from Ariflotle, that thofe animals are 
in the higheft perfedlion when pregnant. 

A T T E N D wives and widows, and 
daughters, dear creatures. 
To hear of a filh caught off Anglefea 
Ide, 
Be filent, compofe all your mufcles and 
features. 
Friends and neighbours around who love 
time to beguile ; * 
Saint Peter took moft forts of fifti in his 
net, fir. 
Like fo many hooks were his fingers and 
toes. 
But Peter ne'er caught, I wou'd lay any 
' bet, fir, 
A fiih with one eye, bufliy tail, and red 
nofe. 



Digitized by 



Google 



C "2 ] 

This fifli lately founds from the top to the 

bottqui. 
Of inches, then meafur'd a full half a 

fcore. 
Girls fwallow'4 *em fafter than filhermen 

got 'em. 
Yet ^nc'er were fo cloy*<J, but they ftill 

long'd fcwr more ; 
•Tis juft a^ low water when crabs are feen 

crawling. 
For flielter beneath heavy tang-cover*d 

Hones, 
That girls from all quarters come eagerly 

calling 
For filh full of griftje, hard roes, and 

no bones. 

At the gills of this creature you'll fee 

them all peeping. 
And if as lick damfels they're livid and 

pale. 
They'll tell you thefe filh are no better for 

keeping. 
Like lobfters long caught, they've no 

fpring in the tail ; 
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But when fr^ «*d fx^iikjs maidR, trout* 

like, will tickle *em, 

TiU intbenet<tf Dame Nature tlucy go. 

Where (hou'd wanton women e'ta* take *em 

•and pickle *em. 

The curing's a pain aad expence we all 

knew. 

# 

TwofamM learned fages, both birds of a 
feather, 

, This odd fifli to fee, left their pigs, 
pllants, and land. 

Arid tho' they both clubb'd their wife nod- 
dles together. 
The devil a one did the fifh underftand ; 

Yes, M by and B ■ s, who fo folemn 
^nd.grHrve is. 
Knew not, till Pat told ^em, from 
whenc^ the filh came, 

'Tis Ireland that boaft^ it, their fea-r^ra 

Caught wild in a net, and by ftroking 
nwde tame. 
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Star-gazing H— — U * knowing old ftU 
low. 
As e'er pcep'd at bodies above or be- 
low. 
This man o*-the moon, by ftrong ftingo 
made mellow, ' • 
Thro* glafs microfcopic can miracles 
fliow; 
He caird it a fatcllite of Venus centre. 
That — — had feen by command of 
the ^. — , 
And that Mercury into its fyftcm would 
enter. 
If e'er it were ftation'd in Saturn's foul 
ring. 

The B of King's place, call'd old 

wicked-eye'd W— — , 
Who lives upon gudgeons, young ling, 
and crimp'd cod, 
^Vhen (he faw thefe odd fifh, (he took hold 
of their fins, fir. 
And ftole off, unnotic'd, two dozen and 
odd ; 
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For the fifti-kcttle Windfor, had long in 

poflefllon. 
In fpite of two leaks, ^s Tars fay, fore 

and aft, 
Tm fure 'twou'd have held, (pray excufe 

my digrcflion) 
The whole of Saint Pet;cr*s miraculous 

draft. 



The news of this fifli reached , 

a bifliop. 
His chaplain, obedient, was polled 
away. 
And brought from the ferry this odd-lookt. 
ing filh up. 
Bound down with a cord in a butcher's 
big tray; 
When the female fat cooky, of flefh s^nd 
bloqd frail, fir. 
Took hold of its gills to the — — — — 
furprife. 
It, Kangaroo like, toqk a fpring from its 
tail, lir. 
And ftuc|c itfelf fail *twixt the cooky •s 
round thighs. 
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Away, in a fright, flew the -^ — and 

ladies. 
The folks in the kitchen were put to the 
rout, 

** *fi$ the devil,'* faid -^- , '^ and as 

preaching your trade is, 
** Do, good Mifter Chaplin, exorcifc 
the fcout ;*• 

Said the Chaplin, ''Indeed -, beg- 

^ng yeur pardpn, 
** Such dodrine is rafh, and to dangei* 
may Und, 
•' For why would your i . .. , ■■ wifli to 
bear hard on • 
^' The devil, who always has been our 
.beft friend !'• 

Lord — — , large man, whom the wo- 
men well know^ fir. 
Examined this fifh from the root to the 
fnout. 
With botti hands was feen to take hold of 
it fo, fir. 
To keep it from hopping and ikipping 
about; 
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" Faith it is a large fifh/' faid the 

in lewd plight, fir, 
** I ne'er in my life faw its fellow be- 
fore, 
*' Pull out/* faid a friend, "all the ladies' 
delight, fir,'* 
He did, and exhibited two inches more. 

Girb, take my advice; let this odd fifh be* 
fore you 
Be firft Ikinn'd alive, and then drefs'd 
to your taftc. 
As a (landing dilh dainty, dear fouls, I 
implore you. 
Take in all you can, but let none run to 
wafte 5 
Old Jonah, who lay in the whale's blub- 
ber'd belly> 
Came out weak and feeble, went in ftrong 
and flout. 
So into your bellies, this fifli, need I tell 

ye. 

As ftoutly goes in, as he feebly flips out. 
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LLANDISILIO HOTEL, 
SOUTH WALES. 

It AM'D ancient South Britain gave birth 

To the ftory my mufe means to tell. 
Hear it, neighbours, who live on this eartb. 

And in fnug habitations do dwell ; 
A parfon, hiis wife, fon, and Jew, 

Drove in by difaftrou$ weather, 
A poet pedeftrian too, 

Pig'd in a mud hut all tqgether. 

To fupper the quizzes fat down. 

The parfon eat rabbits, fans legs. 
The poet mus'd over bread brown. 

The Jew bolted bacon and eggs j 
Hot and new from the tub^ came their ale. 

As to fpirits they'd none but their own. 
Yet each man told his mirth-moving tale. 

And the parfon's wife fung Bobbing Joan. 
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^ cradle conftruded of wood. 

Was prepared for the poet to reft. 
When the man of liiofaical blood 

Petitioned to have half the neft ; 
But Smouch was no chum to his mind. 

So the poet faid " Smouch, d'ye fee, 
'* Two cocks of a different kind 

** In the fame rooft can never agree. *^ , 

Firft the parfon*s wife got into bed. 

And clofe to the wall plac'd her fide. 
Then the parfon, by jcaloufy led. 

Laid his hand o'er the quim of his bride ; 
But fearing a crofs o' the breed. 

The fon kept apart th' unbeliever. 
Left the tube which pafs'd Abraham's feed, 

Shou'd enter his mother's receiver. 

Now it feems in the dead of the night. 

The parfon libidinous grew. 
So he nudg'd his fond wife to lie right. 

That he might have a family fcrew ; 
Firft having before meat faid grace. 

He fell too with an appetite craving. 
Soon he wriggl'd the Jew from his place. 

And bare-bum'd on the floor laid him 
raving. 
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'' By the coming Nfeffiah/' faid Smoucli^ 

*' What is all tfiis difturbanqe about ? 
*' As I was afleep in my couch, 

*^ For what reafon I was now kicked out? 
*' Matter Parfon, pniy how cou^d you rob 

'^ A poor pedlar of reft and r^pofe ? 
" You knew there won't room for the job, 

'^ Yet muft do it plump under my nofe.** 

Tag, the Poet, heard all that had pafs'd. 

Found the Parfon was winding his clock. 
There lay he like a fticcp when /tis caft. 

While with laughter his cradle did rock ; 
*' Have you broke/* faid he, *' Smouchy, 
" your bones ? 

*'Do you oft get fuch damnable knocks ^*^ 
^* No/' faid Smouch, '* but the cafe for 
'^ my fttmts 

*♦ Is very n^uch prMif^d by m^p^s *** 

When for ropm foar'd put Mofes in vain. 
All the farpily Iham'd fg^ftaflcqp. 

So up the ftarv'd Jew gpt again, 

Aad took thi:o' the becj-curtainsa.peep^ 

^ Tlie box li» earned wa» hai£ pufted uadcrib^ bed, 
on the comer of which he felU 
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The Parfon waAoh hisr gray niarc, , 

Smoueh feV his af-*.c nod, tMg> *id 

waddle, 
•• Maft«r Parfto/' foid he, " have ai care, 

" Or, by G-d, you'll be thrown off the 

••fadldk." 

While the Parfon did Scrr{«:tfr€ fulfil, 

For hi^ text was incrcafe, rmrftipty. 
The Poet lay filcnt and ftill. 

Full of vigour, and ready to fly i 
Then his line Alcxandrin of love 

He put into Tiis hoftefs^s hand, 
Whicb l^e willingly ftraight did removfi 

To thcfpot where 'tWas properly fean^'d.^ 

By fwarms of black jumpers, call'd fleas^ 

All this party were damnably bit. 
The prieft's Ihirt, and his wife's clean 
chemifc. 

The filthy black jumpers b-s — t ; 
And pending the Parfon's embrace. 

Till the critical minute had come. 
The fleas were not fhook from their place. 

Till they'd taken blood tythc of his bum. 

K 2 
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Aurora, at dawning of da)j, 

Peep'd'into the manlion of mud^ 

Aflcs fct up their ominous bray, 

Dutks and *geefe quack'd and cackl'd 
for food ; . 

The cpck crow'd and treaded the hen. 
The boar got a-back of the fow. 

Lewd goats ihag'd again and again, 

• And the bull ftuck it into the cow. 

Then the Jew, with his box^ did depart. 

And the Poet took leave of his crib. 
But the Parfon, unwilling to ffart. 

Took another fly ft—rke at his rib ; 
If you think, then, my tale worth a toaft. 

As we've here no parfonical prfg, 
1*11 bumper life's pleafure, and boaft 

The Parfon, his wife, the goat's fig. 



■; 1 
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THE 

B 's BUGBEAR. 

A PROL/D pampered P c, to hypo- 
crites dear. 
With an income, from tythes, of twelve 

thoufand a year. 
Hath furnifh'd the nation with novel 

alarms, 
*Bout the legs of the French, for he fears 

not their arms ; 
He tells us he*s heard, tho* he's not feen 

the truth. 
That the minds of out modeft ingenuous 

youth 
Are debauch'd by French dancers, who 

riot young blood 
With the fight of that niche^ wherein 

B*— s have flood. 
K 3 
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But how came a B-— p, *bove all men, 

to know 

That dancers teetotum themfelves on the 

toe ? 
Was he feated, difguis'd, in the front of 

the ftage^ 
To peep at what put his pricftcraft in a 

rage? 
No ! his female obfcrver went oft to the 

play, 
An4 tpld him th* eiFed of thii wn'rous 

difplay. 
In language fo glowing, that P— ~-ip, 

amaz'dj 
Beheld fro^fn his belly the de^ (he bii<l 

rais*d. 



At his time of life, and grini death near 

at hand, 
'Twas vicious enough, in his trozier to 

ftand. 
So thought the ftill hulband, but not fo 

the w— e. 
For Ihe yet had a tafte for the arhr of life; 
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Cock-furc of a ufte when flie told the 

kwd tale 
Of Parifot^s pranks^ which prov'd piety 

frail. 
To roufe thus the tail of a head of the 

c-fc— h. 
Were better than hanging the bottom with 

Bitch I 

Now the 6— i — ^p, iii fcnafe, his brethren 

met, 
TO difcufs this affair, youthful morals be- 

He faid, ^^ the five daring Directors of 
France 

•^ Smuggled treafon in hornpipe and 
country-<]an<ie j" 

But he told not their Lordfhips, for de- 
cency fake. 

That Parifot's pofturcs had made him a 
rake. 

That bis old *pfcopari up frifky and frefh, 

A tranflation had had to the luft of the 
flefh. 

K4 
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But Parifot fcts up a fcriptural pica. 

For fhowing what B s would willingly 

fee! 
She proves that King David— (libidinous 

fparkj 
Danc'd naked to all forts of tunes *fore 

the ark ; 
And when Michal, Saul's daughter, faw 

Majefty's part. 
From her window, (*tis faid) it revolted 

her heart ; 
Tho' fhe frown'd at the Monarch, Ihc 

fmil*d at the farce, . ' 

A King cutting capers, Jans robes to his 

a— e. 

« ^^ 

Nay, didn't King David, proud p- ■ e, 

I pray. 
Spy Bathlheba's bum on a fun-lhiny day ? 
And has Parifot, yet, to fo vile a pafg 

come. 
As to (hew our King, what! ^vhat! heir 

uncovered bum ? 
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Has K— — n, crim» con. *'em, (chaftc man 

o'-the law,) 
Heard Ihe cocks up one leg, and exhibits 

\itx flaw? 
Let her cock up one leg as Ihe llands^ 

quoth old Q;,, 
When fhe*s down to pleafe me, (he muft 

cock up her two. 

T w growl'd/ knit his brows, bit his 

lip in a rage. 
When he heard of the B ■ s reforming 

the ftage 
''OldD m,*' he cried, '^poh! poh ! 

ftick to your fhop, 
*' And mind not how foreigners jump, 

ikip, or hop ; 
" I know ye all, d — n ye! not one of your 

Bench 
** Would privately turn from a plump 

naked wench, 
*' You go to . the play flyly, fee what 

you've/^//, 
^* If you like it not, b— ft ye ! go home 

and be gelt!*' 
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Charge to the € -y. 

Then pradice, ye drivelling drones^ as 
you*ve prcach'di, 

Pray what's it to you — ^how a dancer is 
breech *d ? 

On the fate of the Pope, paufe, and aw- 
fully think. 

And your mitres will totter, your lawn- 
fleeves will flirink ; 

For oa beauty and fymmetry fancy will 
feaft. 

To vigour of body they give mental 2eft, 

Let Parifot's petticoats beauties difclofc. 

Ne'er take up fuch ticklilh fubjedls as 
thofe. 
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BANKING. 

'^OME, l*m prompt for a fong on dc- 
mand. 
Of the Bankers and Banks of our oa- 
tion; 
ril relate how they fall, how they ftand^ 

Their origin from the creation; 
This Banking's no new-fa(hion*d trade^ 

For Eve, that libidinous niadam. 
The moment (he ceas'd to be maid. 
Kept a running account with old Adam. 

So the firft of all Bankers and Banks^ 

In the garden of Eden began. 
When Belzebub play*d his lewd pranks^ 

And cffeded the downfall of man ; 
Difi^uisM as a ferpent he flew. 

To Eve's Bank, a large payment con- 
fign'd. 
But, anfwering the draft when 'twas due, , 

She damn'd Adam^ herfclf> and man- 
kind. 
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P/^i^»itf— receiver, cafhicr. 

Always a(9:s upon credit and honor. 
And keeps her accounts juft and clear. 

Of the long and Ihort dates drawn upon 
her; 
Now as Efills of Exchequer muft go. 

To make paper currency (land. 
When her cuftomer's credits run low. 

She takes their affairs in her hand. 

Peter Pego's the entering clerk. 

In this houfe performs principal duty. 
He rifes as foon as the lark. 

And eflecm'd is for vigour and beauty 5 
His out-door afliftant is cod. 

Who wakes him whenever he's drowfy. 
He wears his own hair, and, what's odd. 

Was never yet known to be loufy. 

Thcfe Banks, alike, pay and receive 
In metal, not bankrupt fign paper, 
And.paymcnt ne'er ftop'd, (I believe,) 

Tho' oft their finances run taper; 
They think flimfy paper a hum, 
, , So Pego and Company fcout it. 
But their neighbour, next door, Mafter 
Bum, 
Can't carry on bufinefs without it. 
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•Tis a wonder this Bank isn*t crufh'd. 

From the numbcrlefs drafts it doth take 
in. 
Yet oft as it fa^th been hard pufh'd. 

It ne'er was in danger of breaking ; 
Art and nature fupply fuch a ftore. 

Of refourccs for railing the wind. 
That, whenever 'tis clofe prefs'd before, 

'Tis fure of relief from behind. 

Mother Bank has declared, fince her fall. 

That the Miniftry forc'd her to ftop. 
Still fhe's bullion enough for 'em all 

If they'll let her re-open her (hop ; 
No, they keep faft the key, we perceive. 

Of the padlock they've clap'd on her 
door. 
So the lady can't pifs without leave, 

Nor fquat, nor get f d as before. 

A bill drawn, prefented, accepted. 
And not paid when due, *' as above," 

Is noted, protefted, rejected, 
A dry bob in commerce and love ; 
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A fhort tbing^i^-^no afieti^ in Hand^ 
A long ont'B — an over-dmwn MAe^ 

A difcount*s — ^a f— g at a lland^ 
An indorfcr's— a b— g— f a-float. 
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POLITICAL. 

Tune, ne Vicar of Bray* 

VV HEN liberty, fcrenely bright. 

Her beatms refplendent darted. 
O'er this fam*4 land, the facrcd light. 

Its genial power imparted ; 
Then thickcft clouds, that veil'd her rays. 

By liberty were driven. 
And Britons faw, in William blaze. 

The patriot flame from heav*n. 

CHORUS. 

Britons, revere ! with hearts elate, 

The glorious revolution. 
That firmly fix*d in church and ftat@. 

Your hcaven-boFn conftitution. 

Fair freedom's temple tyrant James, 
With fceptcr'd fway invaded. 

And confcicnce with her honcft claims. 
He fcoutcd and degraded ; 
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But freedom rous'd, her legions led. 
And William monarch feated. 

Then fupcrftition hid her head. 
And fadlion was defeated. 

CHORUS. 

On Fame's unfading record ftand. 

Immortal made br ftory, 
Illuftrious worthies of our land. 

Proud martyrs to its glory ; 
They bravely fought agaiiift all laws. 

That dare fair freedom fetter. 
The conftitution was their caufe. 

The fpirit and the letter. 

CHORUS. 

Could Athens, Greece, pr Rome, fo fam'd. 

Can one furviving nation, 
A compad: boaft, fo wifely framed. 

For freedom's prefervation ? 
Ah, No ! but Britons, brave as free, 

Wou*d all rejoice to find, fir. 
Their own dear rights of liberty 

Secured to all mankind,. fir. 

CHORUS. 
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The fyftem of our club fhall be. 

To guard what we inherit. 
The facred dome of liberty. 

With firmnefs, ftrcngth, and fpirit ; 
And let the plundering patriots know. 

Who 'gainft our rights Contend, fir. 
That he is freedom's fatal foe. 

Who is not George*s friend, fir* 

CHORUS. 
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POLITICAL^ 

Written FOR'A-Cxirfe i^ ^rfs Co^ntrt, 

1*M a plain, homely, man, and now take 

up my pen, fir. 
To counteradt the tenets of '^ Paine's 

" Rights of Men,** fir. 
Free and happy I enjoy the harvefl: of my 

labours. 
And never interfere, but to comfort needy 

neighbours, 

CHORUS — Row, row, row, 

I*m for peace and quietnefsj^ 
Not row, row. 

I cherilh and retain ftill each ojd-fafliion'd 
notion, ^ 

Of order, freedom, property, fecurityj, 
devotion 5 
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P4^rach«r4iavc our king, than Tom Paine 

the lord protedor. 
And i*U combat, with my life, cv'ry 

pUind'riixg projector. 

CHORUS. 

Then attend, daring fchemers, involved 
in difputation, 

£ach with pjaas in your pockets, to reno- 
vate the nation, 

ni-oppofe to brilliant wit, art, cjunnii^, 
and fagacity, 

dEicpcrience the (lore of my huin})le giean 
capacity. \ 

CHOKVS. 

Liberty we have, tho' fome fay it's farce 

ipd.fi<ftion, 
It*s by law w^^ll fec.yr'd, and confirmed in 

reftridion. 
Thus guarded, we are fafe from ;difordcr 

^nd deluflon. 
The dogmas of demagogufSj^ and fans- 

xulatte.C5<wifufion. 

.CHO^V§. 

L 2 
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Our property's defence is the law long 

enabled. 
And facred to it, our obedience is exacted. 
Each focial gradation, by which we fland 

or fall, fir. 
Is wifely ordain'd for the welfare of all, 

fir, 

CHORUS. 

Virtue, innocence, integrity, I know are 

protedted. 
Audacity and crime are punilh*d when de- 

teftcd. 
True freedom gave the pow'r, in hatred 

and averfion. 
To tyranny in all its forms, exceffes, and 

coercion. 

CHORUS. 

My religion's purely chriftian, the law's 

eflablifh'd church, fir. 
And I never wilh to fee alma mater in the 

lurch, fir, 
I*d leave to all diflenters what wifdomlefc 

before, fir. 
For, give them all they alk, reftlefs fouls^ 

they'd ftill afle more, fin 

CHORUS* 
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Our Compaq's a ftrangex to violent ex- 
tremes, fir; 

'Tis wifdom and temperance; with mild- 
nefs it teems, fir : 

But as old father Time no edifice ere fpa- 
red, fir. 

In due feafon, when it wants it, let the 
ftrudlure be repaired, fir. 

CHORUS. 

I worlhip no idol when I fay that Pm de- 
voted. 

To this fabric of. Britons, admir'd, cf- 
teem*d, and noted ; 

The blood in thefe young veins Pd fpill 
in its defence, fir. 

And my wifli is. May it firmly Hand for 
centuries hence, fir* 

CHORUS. 



^3 
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PdLtTlCAL, 

WHtten in the Reign of koherfpierre^ 
Tunc, The Roaft Beef »f Old Enffand. 



w. 



HEN the honor of Briton imperioufly 

calls 
For hct cannons' loud thiiiideri and (kath- 

dealing balls. 
Hear Vidory fhout from her feitn'd wdodeii 

walls. 

CHORUS. 

The King and Old England foy ever, 
. True liberty, otder, and law. 

Shall we who for ages have fri^edom de- 
fended. 

With jacobin ruffians and cut-throats be 
blended ; 

Kifs, embrace, and fhake hands. with the 
devil's intended ? . 

CHORUS. 
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See Qallia pojiute^ with crrpijCs ?# aU 

counting. 
Of flaercy an^ jufticc dried \ip i^ the 

fountain, 
Therf Virtue's ^, mole-hillj aad Vice is a 

mountaiti. 

CHORUS, 

Religion abandoned, iporality dead. 
Worth, honor, and honefty, from the land 

fled. 
And eternity termed only going to bed. 

CHORUS. 

Shall we folloM^ France in each focial band- 

breaking, 
i^t brcftd bad and black of old Belzebub's 

baking. 
And fleep on French litter all quivering 

and fhaking ? 
PHPRtfs, 

No, we've bread white and good, and 
fam'd Englifh roaft-beef^ 

On the beds we repofe. Nature finds found 
relief. 

Such comforts deferve not each jacobin 
thief. 

CHORUS. 
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•Tis French Anarchy's plan all the world 

to fubdue. 
O'er each fair peaceful land blood and bo* 

dies to ftrcw. 
If you don't conquer them^ John, by 

G— d they will you. 

CHORUS, 

May the Iharp fword of juftice then fatally 

ftrike. 
And each jacobin's head be transfcrr'd to 

his pike. 
Such Gallic equality John Bull would like. 

CHORUS. 

To our brothers in arms for fair freedom's 
caufe fighting. 

And each hero of honour and fpirit uni* 
ting. 

True to their King, in their Country de- 
lighting. 

CHORUS. 

The Glory and Laurels of War. 



Dig^ized by GoOglC 



[153] 



CONSTITUTIONAL SONG 

OF THE 

•^ VIVE LE ROI CLUBr* 

When the radiant rob'd Goddefs of 
liberty fhed 

Her influence divine o'er our ifle. 
From her power omnipotent— tyranny fled. 

And Britannia, longgriev*dy wore a fmile. 

CHORUS. 

Vive le Roi, Huzza, Huzza, ViveleRoi! 

Tht/oldier, the failor, the people, impelPd 

By freedom's celeftial flame. 
King William enthroned, in whofe worth 
was beheld 
Each virtue true freedom cou*d claim; 
^ Vive le Roi, &c. 
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The vet'ran high foaring on Viftory's 
wing, 
Whofc motto is " Conquer or Die I*' 
Ta ineec the- ^reward of hh country an4 

On Hope's full-plum*d pinion fhall fly. 
Vive le Roi, &c. 

Ne'er fhall lawlefs ambition maintain its 
career, 
Nor (hall fadion with freedom contend; 
For the rights of the Crown we, as Free- 
. . MEN, revere. 
And as Br I TQNS are bound to defend. 
Vive le Roi, &c. 

r , 

Tho' foes to the Crown, oUr mild Mo- 
narch's fair fame 
May with envy envenom'^ decry i 
Yet,'fuch poifonpys darts of detra(5lipn*& 
foul aim. 
Both his courage and virtue defy. 

Vive le Roi, &c* 
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Each heart thcn^ enlivea'd by loyalty*s 
caufe, 
Pufh the foul-ftirring wine fwiftly 
round ; - * 
Exclaim in a volley of joy and applaufe. 
For the nation re-echoes the found* 
Vive le Roi^ &c. 
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LADT H TO Mrs. P . 

OAID old Lady H , once a blooming 

young wench. 
But whofc head's nowadorn'd with gray 
hairs, 
f^ I admire the great comfort and tafte 
which the French 
Combine in their fafhion of chairs ; 
For Englilh, our frames are both fimple 
and neat; 
Yet the French in paft times were fo 
pufF'd, 
That our bottoms were never confider'd 
complete. 
Until fcnt o'er to France to heftufL'^ 
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LINES 

Written at Beaumaris, North Wajlis, 
on a JAILOR'S DAUGHTER, dif^ 
tinguijhed for h^r Beauty. 

VjUPID, thou gay and mighty God, 

Summon all thy magic pow*r. 
And in the arms of Kitty Quod, 

Lock me for one happy hour. 
Fjetter*d is my vagrant heart. 

By her captivating face; 
Haftc, thoii God of am'rous dart. 

Fix her in my fond embrace, 
Cupid*s decree was thus reported : 
Kitty and you Ihall be transportbp. 
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30BBY BEROH'^ EPIGRAM, 

On^'tbe Wtfiminfter Boys damning *^ Tie 
Wfftminjl^ £oy,** a Farce, by Edward 
^opbam, E/q. Aufber of " The Fool,'' 
andfeveral other Things, produced for -the 
Benefit of Mrs. Wells. 

OHRINK from fatire, O ihamc ! what, 
fhall Weftminfter fchool 

Stand in awe of that pen which gave birth 
to ''The Fool P^*^ 

Is*t liberal, rude boys, 4^s by anticipa- 
tion, 

Untry'd, to confign any pieoe to damna- 
tion ? 

Oh! had Busby been living, for damning 
of farces, 

1*11 be damn*d if he wou'd not have tickl'd 
your — — . 
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